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FAUST 


According to a statement by Charles Gounod (born in Paris, 1818, died there 
1893) in his autobiographic sketch, it was he who proposed ‘Faust’ as an operatic 
subject to the librettists. “In 1856,” he writes, “I made the acquaintance of Jules 
Barbier and Michel Carré. I asked them if they were disposed to work with me, 
and to entrust to me a poem, to which they consented with great willingness. The 
first subject to which I called their attention was ‘Faust.’ This idea impressed them 
favorably. We went to see M. Carvalho, at the time director of the Théatre Lyrique 
in the Boulevard du Temple, where they had just mounted La Reine Topaz by 
Victor Massé, and in which Mme. Miolan-Carvalho had. achieved a brilliant 
success. Our project pleased M. Carvalho, and my collaborators set themselves 
immediately to work. 


“Faust was put in rehearsal in the month of September, 1858. I gave a hearing 
of it to M. Carvalho, in the green-room of the theatre, on July 1st. M. Carvalho 
requested me to allow Mme. Carvalho to be present. She was so deeply impressed 
with the part of Marguerite that M. Carvalho begged me to assign that role to 
her. This was agreed upon, and the future proved this choice to be a veritable 
inspiration.” 


Gounod’s Faust had its first performance at the Théatre Lyrique on March 
19, 1859, and was given there thirty-seven times. Ten years after its first performance 
it was revised to fit the policy of the Grand Opéra, the ballet being added, and 
performed there for the first time on March 3, 1869. Twenty-eight years after 
its premi¢re Gounod was privileged to join his friends in a celebration of its 500th 
performance and eight years thereafter the 1000 mark was reached. 


The first American performance of Faust took place at the Academy of 
Music in New York on November 25, 1863. The work was performed in German. 
On October 22, 1883 the opera, this time sung in Italian, was chosen to open the 
new Metropolitan Opera House. Christine Nilsson, who had sung the part in the 
Paris revival in 1869, sang the part of Marguerite. 
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THE STORY 


ACT I. The aged philosopher Faust sits in his library lamenting his wasted life. 
Twice he resolves to put an end to it by drinking poison, and twice his hand is stayed 
by the sound of Easter merrymakers singing outside. Tormented, he summons the 
devil before him. Faust reveals his longing for youth and pleasure to Méphistophélés, 
who assures him they can be his—if he will sell his soul. When the philosopher 
hesitates, the devil conjures up a vision of Marguerite. Enthralled, Faust agrees to 
the bargain, drinks a potion, and is transformed into a young student. 


A Kermesse or town fair is in progress. Valentin, a young officer in the army, 
grasps a medal given him by his sister, Marguerite, to whom he sings a touching 
farewell. A students’ chorus is interrupted by Méphistophélés, who offers an impu- 
dent song in praise of greed and gold. He infuriates Valentin with an insulting 
toast to Marguerite. When the soldier draws his sword, it breaks, prompting the 
others to ward off evil by holding their sword-handles like so many crosses before 
Méphistophélés. As the crowd joins in a waltz, Faust enters. He meets Marguerite 
on her way toward church, but she refuses his offer to escort her. 


ACT II. Siebel brings flowers to Marguerite’s garden, where he leaves them, hoping 
that she may learn his devotion. Faust, brought to the garden by Méphistophéleés, 
serenades Marguerite’s dwelling. With the devil’s help he leaves a casket of jewels 
to win Marguerite. The two men withdraw as she enters the garden and seats her- 
self at her wheel, singing a ballad while she begins to spin. She interrupts the 
verses with reflections on the handsome stranger who had spoken to _ her. 
When she discovers the jewel casket she exclaims with delight, seeing herself decked 
in the precious gems. Méphistophélés leads Marthe, a middle-aged neighbor, into 
the garden, pretending to woo her, so that Faust may again declare his love for 
Marguerite. As night falls, she admits that she returns his ardor but, still overcome 
with maidenly scruple, begs him to leave. He agrees, but is urged to return by 
Méphistophélés, who laughs derisively as Marguerite yields to Faust’s embrace. 


ACT III. Marguerite, oppressed with fear over her guilty love, seeks refuge in 
church, pursued by the relentless Méphistophélés, who curses her and torments her 
with damnation. 


In the square of the city, Valentin and his fellow soldiers return triumphantly 
singing of the glory of those slain in battle. Valentin questions Siebel concerning Mar- 
guerite, but the youth replies evasively. Valentin’s fears are realized when Méph- 
istophélés arrives with Faust and serenades Marguerite with an improper song, 
which drives the brother to defend her honor. He fights a duel with Faust who, 
under the protection of Méphistophélés, wounds him fatally. Valentin curses Mar- 
guerite for all to hear, swearing that he dies by her hand alone. 


ACT IV. In a barren spot where witches celebrate the unholy Walpurgis Night, 
Méphistophélés tempts Faust to forget his love by invoking the shades of historic 
beauties, but a vision of Marguerite brings him back to reality. 


The final scene discloses Marguerite in prison, condemned to die for the murder 
of her illegitimate child. Faust and Méphistophélés enter, bent on spiriting her away. 
At first the distracted girl is overjoyed to see her lover. She refuses to leave and 
insists on recalling their first meetings. But when she sees Méphistophélés in a 
corner she calls on the angels to save her. As she dies, Méphistophélés pronounces 
her condemned, but angelic choirs are heard to proclaim her salvation. Unearthly 
radiance transforms the cell as Marguerite’s soul enters heaven. 
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FAUST 


ACTE PREMIER. 


ScENE | 
Le Cabinet de Faust 


Faust, seul. Sa lampe est pres de s’ete- 
indre. Il est assis devant une table 
chargée de parchemins. Un lure est 
ouvert devant lui. 


FAUST 


Rien!—En vain j’interroge, en mon ar- 
dente veille, 

La nature et le Créateur; 

Pas une voix ne glisse 4 mon oreille 

Un mot consolateur! 

Jai langui, triste et solitaire, 

Sans pouvoir briser le lien 

Qui m/’attache encore 4 la terre!— 

Je ne vois rien!—Je ne sais rien! 


(Il ferme le livre et se léve. Le jour 
commence a naitre.) 


Le ciel palit!—Devant l’aube nouvelle 
La sombre nuit s’évanouit! 


(avec désespoir) 


Encore un jour!—encore un jour qui 
luit!— 

O mort, quand viendras-tu m/’abriter 
sous ton aile? 


(saisissant une fiole sur la table) 


Eh bien! puisque la mort me fuit, 

Pourquoi n’irais-je pas vers elle? 

Salut! 6 mon dernier matin! 

Jarrive sans terreur au terme du vo- 
yage; 

Et je suis, avec ce breuvage, 

Le seul maitre de mon destin! 


(Il verse le contenu de la fiole dans une 
coupe de cristal. Au moment ot il 
va porter la coupe a ses lévres, des 
voix de jeunes filles se font entendre 
au dehors.) 


CHOEUR DE JEUNES FILLES 


Paresseuse fille 

Qui sommeille encor! 
Déja le jour brille 
Sous son manteau d’or. 
Déja Poiseau chante 


Ses folles chansons; 
L’aube caressante 

Sourit aux moissons; 

Le ruisseau murmure, 
La fleur s’ouvre au jour, 
Toute la nature 

S’éveille 4 l'amour! 


FAUST 


Vains échos de la joie humaine, 
Passez, passez votre chemin! 


(Il porte de nouveau la coupe a ses 
lévres.) 


O coupe des aieux, qui tant de fois fus 
pleine, 
Pourquoi trembles-tu dans ma main? 


CHOEUR DES LABOUREURS 
(dehors) 


Aux champs l’aurore nous rappelle; 
A peine voit-on lhirondelle, 

Qui vole et plonge d’un coup d’aile 
Dans le profondeur du ciel bleu! 

Le temps est beau, la terre est belle; 
Béni soit Dieu! 


JEUNES FILLES ET LABOUREURS 
Béni soit Dieu! 


FAUST 
Dieu! 
(Il se laisse retomber dans son 
fauteuil.) 


Mais ce Dieu, que peut-il pour moi! 
(se levant) 


Me rendra-t’il amour, la jeunesse et 
la foi? 
(avec rage) 


A 


Maudites soyez-vous, 6 voluptés hu- 
maines! 

Maudites soient les chaines 

Qui me font ramper ici-bas! 

Maudit soit tout ce qui nous leurre, 

Vain espoir qui passe avec l’heure, 

Réves d’amour ou de combats! 

Maudit soit le bonheur, maudites la 
science, 

La priére et la foi! 

Maudit sois-tu, patience! 

A moi, Satan! 4 moi! 


FAUST 


ACT ONE 
ScENE | 


Faust’s Study 
Faust, alone. His lamp is flickering. He 
1s seated at a table on which parch- 
ments are lying about. Before him lies 
an open book. It is nearly dawn. 


FAUST 

No! I search all in vain 

Through days and nights unending, 

And I ponder the midnight skies; 

I call to nature and I cry to heaven, 

And still no voice replies. 

Here am I, old and weak and lonely. 

Oh, to break the bond that binds my 
life 

To this mortal world and its madness! 

Nothing remains! Nothing remains! 
No! No! 

(He closes the book and rises; day begins 
to dawn.) 

The sky is pale. Now the dawn is ap- 
proaching 

And one more night passes away. 

(despairingly) 

Another day! Yet one more day begins! 

O Death, when will you come, 

When will you come to take me? 
(picking up a flask from the table) 

What then? Death will not come for 


me; 
Why should I not go forth to meet him? 


To you, last of my days on earth! 

I greet you unafraid; at last I end my 
journey 

With this drink that makes me the 
master, 

Yes, the master of my fate! 

(He pours the contents of the flask into 
a cup. As he raises the cup to his lips, 
the voices of women singing are 
heard outside.) 


CHORUS OF YOUNG WOMEN 


Lazy little maiden, 

Deep in slumber still, 
Wake and see the sunlight 
Shining on the hill! 

The sweet birds are singing 


A gay morning song, 

Murmuring through the meadows 
The brook flows along. 

Now the blossom opens 

To the sun above; 

See how all creation 

Is waking to love! 


FAUST 


Empty echoes of mortal pleasure, 
Be still, be still! Pass on your way! 
(He raises the cup again.) 

Ah, well-remembered cup! You offer 
all I long for, 

But why do you tremble in my hand? 

(The voices of men on their way to work 
are heard outside.) 


CHORUS OF MEN 
We must awaken with the swallow; 
The sun is calling us to follow. 
We must awaken with the swallow 
Soaring through the blue of the sky. 
The earth is fair and full of beauty; 
The harvest calls us to our duty. 
The earth is fair and full of beauty. 


CHORUS OF MEN AND WOMEN 
Praise be to God on high! 


FAUST 
God! 
(He sinks into his chair.) 
But this God, what is He to me? 
(rising ) 
Will He give back my youth, my desire 
and my joy? 
(tn a rage) 
I curse this mortal life, and every hu- 
man passion, 
I curse the mortal chains 
That bind me to my life here on earth! 
And I curse every vain illusion, 
All desires that pass in a moment, 
Visions of love, glory and fame! 
And I curse every joy! I curse all hu- 
man learning, 
Every hope, every prayer! 
Come to me now, mighty Satan! 
I call to you! I call! 


2 FAUST 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
(apparaissant ) 

Me voici! D’ou vient ta surprise? 
Ne suis-je pas mis a ta guise? 
Tépée au coté, la plume au chapeau, 
L’escarcelle pleine, un riche manteau 
Sur l’épaule ;—en somme 
Un vrai gentilhomme! 
Eh bien! que me veux-tu, docteur? 
Parle, voyons! Te fais-je peur? 


FAUST 
Non. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Doutes-tu ma puissance? 


FAUST 
Peut-étre! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Mets-la donc a l’épreuve! 


FAUST 
Va-t’en! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


Fi!—c’est 1a ta reconnaissance! 
Apprends de moi qu’avec Satan 
L’on en doit user d’autre sorte, 
Et qu’il n’était pas besoin 

De l’appeler de si loin 

Pour le mettre ensuite a la porte! 


FAUST 
Et que peux-tu pour moi? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Tout.—Mais dis-moi d’abord 
Ce que tu veux;—est-ce de l’or? 


FAUST 
Que ferais-je de la richesse? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Bien! je vois ot le bat te blesse! 
Tu veux la gloire? 


FAUST 
Plus encor! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
La puissance! 
FAUST 


Non! je veux un trésor 
Qui les contient tous; je veux la jeu- 
nesse! 


A moi les plaisirs, 
Les jeunes maitresses! 
A moi leurs caresses! 
A moi leurs désirs! 
A moi l’énergie 

Des instincts puissants, 
Et la folle orgie 

Du coeur et des sens! 
Ardente jeunesse, 

A moi tes désirs! 

A moi ton ivresse! 

A moi tes plaisirs! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Fort bien! je puis contenter ton caprice, 
Je puis contenter ton caprice. 


FAUST 


Je puis contenter ton caprice. 
Et que te donnerai-je en retour? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Presque rien: 
Ici je suis a ton service, 
Mais la-bas tu seras au mien. 


‘ ’ 


La-bas? 


FAUST 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


La-bas. (lui présentant un parchemin) 

Allons, signe. 

Eh quoi! ta main tremble! 

Que faut-il pour te décider? 

La jeunesse t’appelle; dse la regarder! 

(Il fait un geste. Au fond du théatre 
souvre et laisse voir Marguerite assise 
devant son rouet et filant.) 


FAUST 
O merveille! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Eh bien! que t’en semble? 
(prenant le parchemin) 


FAUST 
Donne! (II signe.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Allons donc! 

(prenant la coupe restée sur la table) 

Et maintenant, 

Maitre, c’est moi qui te convie 

A vider cette coupe ot fume en bouil- 
lonnant 

Non plus la mort, non plus le poison ;— 
mais la vie! 


2 FAUST 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
(appearing suddenly) 

I am here! Why should it surprise you? 

Or is it my clothes that displease you? 

My sword at my side, a plume in my 
cap, 

I have gold in my pocket, a gentleman’s 
cloak 

On my shoulder. Behold me! 

A man of the world! 

And so, my friend, what would you 
like? 

But wait! Tell me, are you afraid? 

FAUST 


No. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Do you doubt my power to help you? 


FAUST 
I wonder... 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Tell me how I may prove it. 


FAUST 
Go away! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
So! My friend, that’s no way to greet 
me! 
It is not right when Satan calls 
That he should be made to feel unwel- 
come. 
When I’ve come from far away, 
Just to be with you today, 
All you have to say is “Go away!” 


FAUST 
What can you do for me? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
All! But first I must know 
What you desire. Is it gold? 
FAUST 


Why should I be asking for gold? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Good! I think, that I know the answer. 
You seek for glory? 


FAUST 
More than that! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Is it power? 
FAUST 


No. I have one desire which contains 


them all. 
I long to be young again! 


I long for the days 

Of beauty and gladness, 
The moment of madness 
When life is ablaze. 

I long to be yearning, 
Yearning with desire, 
Once more to be burning 
With love and its fire! 
Oh give me the rapture, 
The joy and the pain! 
Oh let me recapture 
My youth once again! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Why not? 
It’s I who can give you all you ask for. 
It’s I who can give you your heart’s 
desire. 
FAUST 


So! And what must I give in return? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Nothing much. 
On earth I’ll be your humble servant, 
But in hell, you shall be mine. 


FAUST 
In hell? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
In hell! (holding out a parchment) 
Come on, sign it. 
My friend, you are trembling. 
Very well. Here is something more. 
It is youth that is calling. 
See what you have in store! 
(He makes a sign; a vision appears 
showing Marguerite at her spinning 
wheel.) 


FAUST 
Ah, how lovely! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
What now? Does she please you? 
(He offers the parchment.) 


FAUST 
Give it here! (He signs.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Yes indeed! 

(He picks up the cup from the table.) 

Now I am yours, Master, 

And so I'll fill this cup with my own 
precious potion. 

It bubbles to the brim, but not with 
death. 

Do not be afraid! It is life itself! 


FAUST % 


FAUST 
(prenant la coupe et se tournant vers 
Marguerite) 
A toi, fant6me adorable et charmant! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Viens! 
FAUST 
Je la reverrai? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Sans doute. 
FAUST 
Quand? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


Aujourd’ hui. 
FAUST 
C’est bien! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
En route! 


FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES 
A moi (toi) les plaisirs, 
Les jeunes maitresses! 
A moi (toi) leurs caresses, 
A moi (toi) leurs désirs! 
A moi (toi) énergie 
Des instincts puissants, 
Et la folle orgie 
Du coeur et des sens! 


FAUST 


Ardente jeunesse, 
A moi tes désirs, 
A moi ton ivresse, 
A moi tes plaisirs. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


A toi la jeunesse, 
A toi ses désirs, 

A toi son ivresse, 
A toi ses plaisirs. 


FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES 


A moi (toi) ton (son) ivresse, 
A moi (toi) tes (ses) plaisirs! 
A moi (toi) ton (son) ivresse, 
A moi (toi) tes (ses) plaisirs, 
A moi (toi) ton (son) ivresse, 
A moi (toi), a moi (toi) tes 
(ses) plaisirs! 
(Ils sortent. La toile tombe.) 


ScENE 2 
La Kermesse 


Une des portes de la ville. A gauche 
un caborte a lenseigne du Bacchus. 


ETUDIANTS 
Vin ou biére, 
Biére ou vin, 
Que mon verre 
Soit plein! 
Sans vergogne, 
Coup sur coup, 
Un ivrogne boit tout! 


WAGNER, ETUDIANTS 
Jeune adepte 
De tonneau 
N’en excepte 
Que !’eau! 
Que ta gloire, 
Tes amours, 
Soient de boire toujours! 


SOLDATS 
Filles ou forteresses, 
C’est tout un, morbleu! 
Vieux burgs, jeunes maitresses 
Sont pour nous un jeu! 
Celui qui sait s’y prendre 
Sans trop de fagon, 
Les oblige a se rendre 
En payant rancon! 


BOURGEOIS 
Aux jours de dimanche et de féte, 
Jaime a parler guerre et combats 
Tandis que les peuples la-bas 
Se cassent la téte. 
Je vais m’asseoir sur les cOteaux 
Qui sont voisins de la riviére, 
Et je vois passer les bateaux 
En vidant mon verre! 
(Bourgeois et Soldats remontent vers le 
fond du théatre. Un groupe de jeunes 
filles entre en scéne.) 


LES JEUNES FILLES 

Voyez ces hardis compéres 

Qui viennent 1a-bas; 

Ne soyons pas trop sév.res, 

Retardons le pas. 

(Elles gagnent la droite du thédtre. Un 
second choeur d’étudiants entre a 
leur suits.) 


DEUXIEME CHOEUR D’ETUDIANTS 
Voyez ces mines gaillardes 
Et ces air vainqueurs! 
Amis, soyons sur nos gardes, 
Tenons bien nos coeurs! 


CHOEUR DE MATRONES 
(observant les étudiants et les jeunes 
filles) 
Voyez aprés ces donzelles 
Courir ces messieurs! 


FAUST 3 


FAUST 
(taking the cup and addressing the 
vision of Marguerite) 
To you, to you, 
The desire of my heart! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Come! 
FAUST 
Ill see her again? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
I promise. 
FAUST 
When? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Today. 
FAUST 
Today! 
: ms 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


Come on, then! Come on, then! 


FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES | 


And now for the days 

Of beauty and gladness, 
The moment of madness 
When life is ablaze! 

And now for the yearning, 
Yearning with desire, 
Once more to be burning 
With love and its fire! 


FAUST 


And now for the rapture, 
The joy and the pain. 
And now to recapture 
My youth once again! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
And now for the rapture, 
The joy and the pain 
And now to recapture 
Your youth once again! 


FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES 


And now for the joy, 
And now for the pain, 
Oh now to be happy 
And young once again! 


(They rush off; the curtain falls.) 
SCENE 2 
The Kermesse 
At one of the city gates, at the left an 


inn, with a sign showing the wine 
god Bacchus. 


STUDENTS 


Beer or brandy, 

Brandy or beer, 

We're not particular, 

Bring it here! 

We've no prejudice, 

Glass for glass, 

We'll drink anything you pass! 


WAGNER, STUDENTS 
Learned scholars 
Of the wine keg, 
Drinking water is a sin! 
Drink to glory, 
Drink to love, 
Get your glass 
And let’s begin! 


SOLDIERS 


Battles, big or small ones, 

They are all the same! 

Ladies, short or tall ones, 

They are all fair game! 

We have learned how to take them. 
That’s not hard to do. 

We have learned how to make them 
Pay a ransom, too! 


BURGHERS 


All I ask is time on a Sunday, 

Time for a joke, time for a talk, 

Time to take a leisurely walk, 

Leaving my work till Monday. 

Time for a rest, time for a glass, 

Dozing a little if I choose to, 

Time to watch the young people pass, 

Raising the devil as I used to! 

(Soldiers and Burghers go back; a 
group of Young Girls enters.) 


YOUNG GIRLS 
See that jolly crowd of students 
Coming down the street. 
Let us walk a little slower, 
Maybe we will meet! 
(They go right; another group of Stu- 
dents enters.) 


YOUNG STUDENTS 


See the way those girls are smiling! 
What a saucy air! 

Set a guard upon your hearts now, 
Brothers, have a care! 


OLDER WOMEN 
(observing the Students and the Young 
Girls) 
See those brazen hussies beckon, 
See the men pursue! 


4 FAUST 


Nous sommes aussi bien qu’elles, 
Si non beaucoup mieux! 

Vous voulez leur plaire, 

Nous le savons bien! 


ETUDIANTS 
Vin ou biére, 
Biére ou vin, 
Que mon verre 
Soit plein! 
SOLDATS 


Vive la guerre! Vive la guerre! 
Métier divin! Métier divin! 

Pas de beauté fiére! 

Nous savons leur plaire 

En un tour de main! 


BOURGEOIS 


Allons, voisin! Allons, voisin! 
Vidons, vidons un verre de vin! 
Vidons un verre 

De ce bon vin! 


JEUNES ETUDIANTS 


De cette affaire voyons la fin! 
Voyez leur colére, voyez leur maintien! 


JEUNES FILLES 


On voudrait plaire, 
Mais c’est en vain! 

De votre colére 

Nous ne craignons rien! 


VALENTIN 


O sainte médaille, 

Qui me viens de ma soeur, 

Au jour de la bataille. 

Pour écarter la mort, reste 14 sur mon 
coeur! 


WAGNER 
Ah! voici Valentin qui nous cherche 
sans doute! 
VALENTIN 


Un dernier coup, messieurs, et mettons- 
nous en route! 


WAGNER 


Qu’as-tu donc? Quels regrets attristent 
nos adieux? 


VALENTIN 


Comme vous, pour longtemps, je vais 
quitter ces lieux; 

Jy laisse Marguerite, et, pour veiller sur 
elle, 

Ma mere n’est plus 1a! 


SIEBEL 


Plus d’un ami fidéle 
Saura te remplacer a ses cétés! 


VALENTIN 
(lui serrant la main) 


Merci! 


SIEBEL 


Sur moi tu peux compter! 


ETUDIANTS 


Compte sur nous aussi! 


VALENTIN 


Avant de quitter ces lieux, 

Sol natal de mes aieux, 

A toi, Seigneur et Roi des cieux, 

Ma soeur je confie. 

Daigne de tout danger 

Toujours, toujours la protéger, 

Cette soeur si chérie, 

Daigne la protéger de tout danger. 

Délivré d’une triste pensée, 

Jirai chercher la gloire au sein des 
ennemis, 

Le premier, le plus brave au fort de la 
mélée, 

Jirai combattre pour mon pays. 

Et si, vers lui, Dieu me rappelle, 

Je veillerai sur toi fidéle, 

O Marguerite! 

Avant de quitter ces lieux, 


‘Sol natal de mes aieux, 


Ma soeur je confie 

A toi, Seigneur et Roi des cieux. 
O Roi des cieux, 

Jette les yeux, 

Protége Marguerite, Roi des cieux! 


WAGNER 


Allons, amis! point de vaines alarmes! 

A ce bon vin ne mélons pas de larmes! 

Buvons, trinquons, et qu’un joyeux re- 
frain 

Nous mette en train! 


ETUDIANTS 


Buvons, trinquons, et qu’un joyeux re- 
frain 
Nous mette en train! 


4 FAUST 


We are just as worth pursuing, 
If they only knew! 

You want to please them? 
That’s not the way. 

How could you please them? 
I couldn’t say. 


STUDENTS 
Drink and be gay, 
Drink and be gay today! 
Beer or brandy, brandy or beer, 
We're not particular, bring it here! 


SOLDIERS 
Here’s to the soldier, and to the fray! 
We march away, we march away! 
We know how to seize them, 
We know how to please them, 
We know how to please any girl that’s 

near. 

BURGHERS 
Come on, I say! Come on, I say! 
We'll have a drink and I will pay. 
So fill your glass with brandy or beer! 


YOUNG STUDENTS 
What this will come to is hard to say. 
Now she’s growing angry, pretty little 
dear! 
YOUNG WOMEN 
We'd like to please them, they look 
away. 
Why pretend you’re angry? 
What have we to fear? 


VALENTIN 
O blessed remembrance 
From the sister I love! 
When I go into battle, 
O sacred little charm, 
You shall keep me from harm! 


WAGNER 
Ah! I see that the captain has come to 
join us. 
VALENTIN 
Just one drink more, my friends, then I 
fear we must leave you. 


WAGNER 


What is wrong? Are you sad because 
we have to go? 


VALENTIN 
I am sad when I think how long [ll 
be away from my sister Marguerite, 
For since our mother died, 
my sister needs me near. 


SIEBEL 
I promise to protect her. ° 
I swear that I’ll be here to take your 
place! 


VALENTIN 
(giving him his hand) 
My thanks! 
SIEBEL 


My friend, rely on me. 


STUDENTS 
You may rely on us. 


VALENTIN 


As I leave the home I love, 

Hear me now, O God above, 

As I leave my sister here, 

Ah, Lord, be Thou ever near! 

Oh may Thy mighty arm 

Guard her from every threat of harm! 

She is young and very dear to me. 

Lord, may Thy mighty arm 

Protect my home from every threat 

Of danger and of harm. 

When the trumpet shall call me to 
battle, 

I pray that my sword be keen and 
bright! 

O Lord, let my arm be the bravest in 
the fight, 

In the strength of God and the right. 

What if at last death may call me, 

If I may know that she is safe with 
Thee! 

O Marguerite! 

As I leave the home I love, 

Hear me now, O God above! 

As I leave my sister here, 

Ah, Lord, be ever near. 

O Lord of heaven, 

Give strength to my arm, 

And keep Marguerite safe from harm! 


WAGNER 

Cheer up, my lads! It’s no time to be 
thinking! 

This is the time for a man to be drink- 
ing! 

Let’s drink, let’s drink 

And I shall sing a song, 

And all of you shall follow along. 


STUDENTS 


Let’s drink, and he will sing a song, 
And all of us will follow along! 


FAUST 5 


WAGNER 
(montant sur un escabeau) 


Un rat plus poltron que brave, 
Et plus laid que beau, 
Logeait au fond d’une cave, 
Sous un vieux tonneau; 


Un-chat... 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


(paraissant tout a coup au milieu des 
étudiants et interrompant Wagner) 


Pardon! 


WAGNER 
Hein? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Parmi vous, de grace 

Permettez-moi de prendre place! 

Que votre ami d’abord achéve sa chan- 
son! 

Moi, je vous en promets plusieurs de ma 
facon! 


WAGNER 


Une seule suffit, 
Pourvu qu'elle soit bonne! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Je ferai de mon mieux 
Pour n’ennuyer personne! 


Le veau d’or est toujours debout; 
On encense 

Sa puissance 

D’un bout du monde 4 l’autre bout! 
Pour féter l’infame idole, 

Peuples et rois confondus, 

Au bruit sombre des écus 

Dansent une ronde folle 

Autour de son piédestal! 

Et Satan conduit le bal! 


ETUDIANTS 


Et Satan conduit le bal, 
Conduit le bal! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Le veau d’or est vainqueur des dieux; 
Dans sa gloire 

Dérisoire 

Le monstre abject insulte aux cieux! 
Il contemple, 6 rage étrange, 


A ses pieds le genre humain 
Se ruant, le fer en main, 
Dans le sang et dans la fange 
Oud brille ardent métal! . . 
Et Satan conduit le bal, 
Conduit le bal! 

TOUS 


Et Satan conduit le bal! 


CHOEUR 
Merc: de ta chanson! 


VALENTIN 
Singulier personnage! 


WAGNER 
(tendant un verre 4 Méphistophéleés) 


Nous ferez vous l’honneur de trinquer 
avec nous? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Volontiers! 


(saistssant la main de Wagner et l’exa- 
minant) 


Ah! voici qui m’attriste pour vous! 
Vous voyez cette ligne? 


WAGNER 
Eh bien? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Facheux présage! 
Vous vous ferez tuer en montant Aa 
Passaut! 


SIEBEL 
Vous étes donc sorcier? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Tout juste autant qu’il faut 

Pour lire dans ta main que le ciel te 
condamne 

A ne plus toucher une fleur 

Sans qu’elle se fane! 


SIEBEL 
Moi! 

MEPHISTOPHELES 
Plus de bouquets 4 Marguerite! 


VALENTIN 
Ma soeur! Qui vous a dit son nom? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Prenez garde, mon brave! 
Vous vous ferez tuer par quelqu’un que 
je sais! 
(prenant le verre des mains de Wag- 
ner) 


FAUST 5 


WAGNER 
(getting up on a table) 
A rat! 
What a sneaking little, 
Dirty little rat! 
He sat 
In a cellar full of wine 
Beneath a vat. 
ACcaty.. 


(Méphistophélés suddenly appears 
among the students; he interrupts 
Wagner.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
My friend! 
WAGNER 
Huh! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


May I join the party? 

You’ll find that I am hale and hearty, 

And when this lad has finished singing 
of his rat, 

I have a repertoire of songs better than 
that! 

WAGNER 
Sing us one, if you must. 
I yield my place before you. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
I will give you my best, 
I would not wish to bore you. 


Sing a song to the Calf of Gold! 
All the world must bow before him, 
All the people must adore him, 
Rich and poor and young and old. 
His dominion is eternal, 

Kings obey his firm command. 
Wise and foolish join the band, 
Striking up the dance infernal, 
Rich man, poor man, young and old, 
Dancing round his throne of gold! 
And the dream of one and all 

Is power and pelf, 

And the leader of the ball 

Is Satan himself! 


STUDENTS 


And the leader of the ball 
Is Satan himself! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


He is lord of the gods of old, 
And the proudest of immortals 
Come at last within the portals 
Of the temple made of gold. 
All the fools and all the sages, 
Men of pleasure, men of toil, 


Run to share the golden spoil 

With the beast of all the ages! 
Rich man, poor man, young and old, 
Dancing round his throne of gold! 
And the dream of one and all 

Is power and pelf, 

And the leader of the ball 

Is Satan himself! 


ALL 
And the leader of the ball 
Is Satan himself! 
STUDENTS 
We thank you for your song! 


VALENTIN 
What a curious fellow! 


WAGNER 
(offering a cup to Méphistophéles) 
And now sir, if you please, may we buy 
you a drink? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
That you may! 
(taking Wagner’s hand and reading his 
palm) 
Ah, what’s this that I see in your hand? 
Do you see that line? 


WAGNER 
Of course. 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


A tatal sign! 

It seems that you will die 

When the battle begins. 
SIEBEL 

And what about me? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


I know enough about you to read here 
in your hand 

What the fates have decreed, 

And that any flower you may touch 

Shall wither and perish. 


SIEBEL 
Ah! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
No more bouquets for Marguerite! 


VALENTIN 
My sister! Be careful how you speak! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
O my captain, I warn you 
You’re going to meet your death 
through a man I know. 
(taking the cup from Wagner) 


A votre santé! 


(jetant le contenu du verre, aprés y 
avoir trempé ses lévres) 


Peuh! que ton vin est mauvais! 
Permettez-moi de vous en offrir de ma 
cave! 


(frappant sur le tonneau, surmonté 
d’un Bacchus, qui sert d’enseigne au 
cabaret ) 


Hola! seigneur Bacchus! a boire! 
(Le vin jaillit du tonneau.) 


Approchez-vous! 

Chacun sera servi selon ses goiits! 

A la santé que tout a ’heure 

Vous portiez, mes amis, 4 Marguerite! 


VALENTIN 
tor Ae 
Si je ne te fais taire a l’instant, que je 
meure! 


(Le vin senflamme dans la vasque.) 


WAGNER ET LES ETUDIANTS 


Hola! 
(Ils tirent leurs épées.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Pourquoi trembler, vous qui me mena- 
cez? 


(II tire un cercle autour de lui avec son 
épée. Valentin s’avance pour latta- 
quer. Son épée se brise.) 


VALENTIN 


Mon fer, 6 surprise! 
Dans les airs se brise! 


VALENTIN, WAGNER, SIEBEL ET LES 
ETUDIANTS 


(forgant Méphistophélés a reculer et 
lui présentant la garde de leurs 
épées) 

De l’enfer qui vient émousser 

Nos armes! 

Nous ne pouvons pas repousser 

Les charmes! 

Mais puisque tu brises le fer, 

Regarde! 

C’est une croix qui, de l’enfer, 


Nous garde! 
(Ils sortent.) 


FAUST 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Nous nous retrouverons, mes amis! 
Serviteur! 


FAUST (entrant en scéne) 
Qu’as-tu donc? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Rien!—A nous deux, cher docteur! 
Qu’attendez-vous de moi? Par ot com- 
mencerai-je? 
FAUST 
Ou se cache la belle enfant 
Que ton art m’a fait voir?—Est-ce un 
vain sortilége? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Non pas! mais contre nous sa vertu la 
protege ; 
Et le ciel méme la défend! 
FAUST 
Qu’importe! Je le veux! Viens! Con- 
duis-moi vers elle! 
Ou je me sépare de toi! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

I] suffit! ... je tiens trop 4 mon nouvel 
emploi 

Pour vous laisser douter un instant de 
mon zéle! 

Attendons! .. . Ici méme, a ce signal 
joyeux, 

La belle et chaste enfant va paraitre a 
vos yeux! 


(Les étudiants et les jeunes filles, bras 
dessus, bras dessons, et précédés par 
des joueurs de violon, envahissent la 
scéne. Ils sont suivis par les bour- 
geots.) 

(Les Musiciens montent sur les bancs; 
la valse commence.) 


CHOEUR 
Ainsi que la brise légére 
Souléve en épais tourbillons 
La poussiére des sillons, 
Que la valse nous entraine! 
Faites retentir la plaine 
De l’éclat de nos chansons. 


MEPHISTOPHELES (a Faust) 
Vois ces filles 
Gentilles! 
Ne veux-tu pas 
Aux plus belles 
D’entre elles 
Offrir ton bras? 

FAUST 

Non! fais tréve 
A ce ton moqueur! 
Et laisse mon coeur 
A son réve! 


6 FAUST 


I drink to your health! 
(He throws the wine from the cup.) 


Peuh! What a terrible wine! May I 
not offer a little wine of my own? 


(He jumps on a table under the inn’s 
sign of Bacchus and strikes on a small 
cask that Bacchus is holding.) 


Come on, Bacchus my lad! Some wine 
here! 
(Wine flows from the cask.) 
Everyone come! 
Whatever wine you like you shall ob- 
tain. 
And will you join me in a toast 
That no one can refuse? Our Mar- 
guerite! 
VALENTIN 
Enough! 
Pll stop your dirty mouth 
Though I die in the trying! 
(The wine bursts into flame.) 


WAGNER, STUDENTS 
Come on! 


(They draw their swords.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
(mockingly) 
‘Why do you shake, O my brave 
cavaliers? 
(He draws a circle around himself with 


his sword. Valentin comes on to at- 
tack him. His sword breaks.) 


VALENTIN 


My sword! It is broken! 
This is some enchantment! 


(Valentin and the rest advance on Me- 
phistophélés, holding toward him the 
cross-shaped guards of their swords. 
Méphistophélés backs away.) 


VALENTIN, WAGNER, SIEBEL, STUDENTS, 
SOLDIERS 
When the powers of hell are allied 
against us, 
We cannot depend on our worldly 
armor. 


Still, though you may break every 


sword, 
Behold this! 
It is the cross that shall protect and 
guard us! 
(They go out.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


I’ll see you soon again, so till then, 
Fare you well! 


FAUST (as he enters) 
What is wrong? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Bah! Tell me now, 
Tell me now what sort of life you like 
And where shall we begin it? 


FAUST 
I must find her, that lovely maid 
Who appeared in my dream 
Was it all merely magic? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Oh no. But all the powers of heaven 
are against us, 
Virtue and innocence are on her side. 


FAUST 
What of it, so she’s mine! Come, show 
me where Ill find her, 
Otherwise I leave you at once! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Very well. I enjoy my newfound work 
so well 

I would not have you say that I’m lack- 
ing in zeal! 

You shall see! 

Never fear, if you will wait right here, 

That most enchanting maid very soon 
will appear! 

(Students and girls enter arm in arm, 
followed by musicians. The burghers 
and townspeople are behind them. 
The musicians get up on the tables, 
and the waltz begins.) 


STUDENTS, YOUNG GIRLS 
As the wind that whirls in the meadow, 
May gather from over the plain 
Swirls of dust and drifting grain, 
So the waltz sweeps up the dancer, 
Even earth-bound feet must answer 
To the music’s gay refrain! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
(to Faust) 


See these lovely young ladies. 
May I suggest that you offer one of 
these girls your arm? 


FAUST 


No! I’ve nothing to do with them, 
Just leave me alone with my dreaming! 


FAUST 7 


SIEBEL 
C’est par ici que doit passer Margue- 
rite! 
QUELQUES JEUNES FILLES 
(s’'approchant de Siebel) 
Faut-il qu’une fille 4 danser vous 
invite? 
SIEBEL 
Non! Non! je ne veux pas valser! 


CHOEUR 


Ainsi que la brise légére 
Souléve en épais tourbillons 
La poussiére des sillons, 
Que la valse nous entraine! 
Faites retentir la plaine 
De l’éclat de nos chansons! 


(Marguerite parait.) 


FAUST 
Ah!—la voici—c’est elle! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Eh bien, abordez-la! 


SIEBEL 
(apercevant Marguerite et faisant un 
pas vers elle) 
Marguerite! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
(se trouvant face a face avec Siebel) 
Plait-il! 
SIEBEL 
Maudit homme! encor 1a! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Eh quoi mon ami! vous voila! 

Ah, vraiment, mon ami! 

(Siebel recule devant Méphistophéles, 
qui lui fait faire ainsi le tour du 
théatre en passant derriére le groupe 
des danseurs.) 


FAUST 


(abordant Marguerite qui traverse la 
scéne) 
Ne permettrez-vous pas, ma belle 
demoiselle, 
Qu’on vous offre le bras pour faire le 
chemin? 
MARGUERITE 


Non, Monsieur! je ne suis demoiselle, 
ni belle. 

Et je n’ai pas besoin qu’on me donne 
la main. 


FAUST (la suivant des yeux) 


Par le ciel, que de grace et quelle 
modestie! 
O belle enfant, je t'aime! 


SIEBEL 
(redescendant en scéne) 
Elle est partie! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (ad Faust) 
Eh bien? 
FAUST 
Eh bien! On me repousse! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (en riant) 
Allons! 4 tes amours 
Je vois qu’il faut préter secours! 
(Il séloigne avec Faust du méme cété 
que Marguerite.) 


QUELQUES JEUNES FILLES 


(qui ont observé la rencontre de Faust 
et de Marguerite) 
Qu’est-ce donc! 


DEUXIEME GROUPE DE JEUNES FILLES 
Marguerite, 
Qui de ce beau seigneur refuse la con- 
duiteW =: 
ETUDIANTS 
Valsons encor! 


JEUNES FILLES 
Valsons toujours! 


ACTE DEUXIEME 
Le Jardin de Marguerite 


Au fond, un mur percé d’une petite 
porte. A gauche, un bosquet. A 
droite, un pavillon dont la fenétre 
fait face au public. Arbes et massifs. 


SIEBEL (seul) 

(Il est arrété prés d’un massif de roses 
et de lilas.) 

Faites-lui mes aveux, 
Portez mes voeux, 
Fleurs écloses prés d’elle, 
Dites-lui qu’elle est belle, 
Que mon coeur nuit et jour 
Languit d’amour! 
Révélez 4 son Ame 
Le secret de ma flamme! 
Qu’il s’exhale avec vous 
Parfums plus doux!— 


(Il cueille une fleur.) 
Fanée!—hélas! 


FAUST 7 


SIEBEL 


Soon she will pass, and I shall see 
Marguerite. 


A FEW GIRLS (to Siebel) 
And must a young lady invite a young 
man to dance? 


SIEBEL 
No, No! I do not wish to dance! 


CHORUS 
As the wind that whirls in the meadow 
May gather from over the plain 
Swirls of dust and drifting grain, 
So the waltz sweeps up the dancer, 
Even earth-bound feet must answer 
To the music’s gay refrain! 
(Marguerite enters and crosses the 

scene.) 
FAUST 


It is she, my vision! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Come on! Don’t be afraid! 
(Siebel approaches Marguerite.) 


SIEBEL 
Marguerite! 
(Méphistophélés bars the way.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
What now? 
SIEBEL 
Oh, it’s you. Go away! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
So you are still here! 
Must you go? Ha ha! Too bad! 
Must you go? Fare thee well. 
(Siebel recoils from Méphistophéles, 
who chases him around the scene be- 
hind the dancers.) 


FAUST 
(approaching Marguerite) 
Pray, do not think me bold, my fair 
and gentle maiden. 
Will you not take my arm to keep you 
safe from harm? 


MARGUERITE 
No, my lord, I am not such a fair or 
gentle maiden. 
Pray forgive me, and leave me, 
And IJ shall find my way without your 
guiding arm. 


FAUST (gazing after her) 


By the gods! She is lovely. So modest 
and so charming! 
Beautiful maid, I love you forever! 


SIEBEL (coming back) 
She did not see me. 


MEPHISTOPHELES (to Faust) 
What luck? 
FAUST 
She’s gone! She would not have me. 


MEPHISTOPHELES (laughing) 
Oho! I know the cure! 
It is time that you learned the tech- 
niques of amour! 
(He goes off with Faust in the direc- 
tion taken by Marguerite.) 


SOME YOUNG GIRLS 
(who have observed the scene between 
Faust and Marguerite) 
What is this? 


OTHER YOUNG GIRLS 


Marguerite would not allow a hand- 
some noble to escort her. 


STUDENTS 
Let’s dance once more! 


ALL 
Let’s dance once more! 


ACT TWO 
Marguerite’s Garden 


A wall at back, with a little door. A 
bower at left, a pavilion at right with 
a window toward the audience. Trees 
and shrubs, etc. 


(Siebel enters, and stops by a bank of 
roses and ltltes.) 


SIEBEL 


Let these flowers convey 
What I would say! 
Let their beauty remind her 
How much fairer I find her, 
Let each petal declare 
The love I bear! 
When she holds you before her, 
Tell her how I adore her, 
That no flower can be 
As fair as she! 

(He picks a flower.) 
It’s withered! 


8 FAUST 


(Il jete la fleur avec dépit.) 


Ce sorcier que Dieu damne 

M’a porté malheur! 

(II cueille une autre fleur quis’effeuille 
encore.) 

Je ne puis sans qu’elle se fane 

Toucher une fleur!— 

Si je trempais mes doigts dans |’eau bé- 
nite? 

(Il sapproche du pavillon et trempe 
ses doigts dans un bénitier accroché 
au mur.) 

C’est la que chaque soir 
vient prier Marguerite! 

Voyons maintenant! voyons vite! 

(Il cueille deux ou trots fleurs.) 

Elles se fanent? ... Non! ... Satan, je 
ris de toi. . 

C’est en vous que j’ai foi; 

Parlez pour moi! 

Qu’elle puisse connaitre 

L’ardeur qu’elle a fait naitre, 

Et dont mon coeur troublé 

N’a point parleé! 

Si Pamour |’effarouche, 

Que la fleur sur sa bouche 

Sache au moins déposer 

Un doux baiser! . : 


FAUST (entrant doucement en scéne) 
C’est ici? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Suivez-moi! 
FAUST 
Que regardes-tu 1a? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Siebel, votre rival. 


FAUST 
Siebel! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 

Chut!—le viola! 
(Il se cache avec Faust dans un bos- 

quet.) 

SIEBEL 

(rentrant en scéne, avec un bouquet 

a la main) 
Mon bouquet n’est-il pas charmant? 


MEPHISTOPHELES (d part) 
Charmant! 
SIEBEL 
Victoire! 
Je lui raconterai demain toute l’histo- 
ire; 
Et, si lon veut savoir le secret de mon 
coeur, 
Un baiser lui dira le reste! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (@ part) 
Séducteur! 


(Siebel attache le bouquet ala porte de 
pavillon et sort.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Attendez-moi 1a, cher docteur! 

Pour tenir compagnie aux fleurs de 
votre éléve, 

Je vais vous chercher un trésor 

Plus merveilleux, plus riche encor 

Que tous ceux qu’elle voit en réve! 


FAUST 
Laisse-moi! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


J obéis!—daignez m/’attendre ici. 
(Il sort.) 


FAUST (seul) 


Quel trouble inconnu me pénétre! 
Je sens l'amour s’emparer de mon étre. 
O Marguerite! a tes pieds me voici! 


Salut! demeure chaste et pure, ot se 
devine 

La présence d’une 4me innocente et 
divine! .. . 

Que de richesse en cette pauvreté! 

En ce réduit, que de félicité! . . . 

O nature, c’est 1a que tu la fis si belle! 

C’est 1a que cette enfant a dormi sous 
ton aile, 

A grandi sous tes yeux. 

La que, de ton haleine enveloppant son 
ame, . 

Tu fis avec amour épanouir la femme 

En cet ange des cieux! 

C’est 1a, oui, c’est 1a! 

Salut! demeure chaste et pure, ot se 
devine 

La présence d’une 4me innocente et 
divine! . 


(Méphistophélés reparait, une cassette 
sous le bras.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Alerte! la voila! Si le bouquet l’emporte 
Sur lPécrin, je consens 4 perdre mon 
pouvoir! 
(Il ouvre Vécrin.) 


FAUST 
Fuyons!—je veux ne jamais la revoir! 


FAUST 


(throws it away) 


It’s just as that stranger foretold 
When he read my hand. 


(He picks another flower, which also 
withers.) 

If my hand touches any flower, 

It withers and dies! 

What if I dip my hand in holy water? 

(He dips his fingers in a little font at- 
tached to the wall.) 

It’s here that Marguerite 

Comes to pray every evening. 

Ill try again. Here’s a flower! 

(He picks two or three.) 

Will it be withered? No! 

The spell passes away! 

Let these flowers convey 

What I would say! 

Let their beauty remind her 

How much fairer I find her, 

Let each petal declare 

The love I bear. 

Lovely blossoms, convey 

What I would say! 

Lovely blossoms, tell her this: 

That I send, I send a kiss! 


(Méphistophélés and Faust enter cau- 
tiously. ) 


FAUST 
Is it here? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Follow me. 
FAUST 


(seeing Stebel across the scene) 
Is that someone you know? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Siebel. He is your rival. 


FAUST 
Siebel! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


Hush! Here he comes. 
(They conceal themselves.) 


SIEBEL 
(with a bouquet) 
Was there ever a flower so sweet? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES (aside) 


So sweet! 
SIEBEL 


I’ll tell her how I defied 
The evil spell of that wicked stranger, 
And then IJ shall reveal all the love in 


my heart! 
One kiss, then she will know I love her! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (aside) 
What a man! 


(Siebel fastens the bouquet to the pa- 
vilion door and exits.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


You wait for me here for a while. 

We must bring her a gift, a nice ex- 
pensive present, 

To make her forget his bouquet. 

Something so fine, so rich and rare 

That her young heart will be enchanted. 


FAUST 
Then go! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
I obey. Wait here till I return. 
(He goes.) 


FAUST (alone) 
Ah, what is this long-forgotten yearn- 
ing? 
It is love and its rapture returning! 
O Marguerite! Take my heart for your 
own! 


To you, the home of my beloved, 

To you I bring my heart’s devotion, 

Here in the beauty of her presence, 

The shrine of an angel from heaven! 

What hidden treasures in this humble 
place! 

What happy dreams, what wealth of 
joy and grace! 

Kind creation, ah, here you bloomed in 
full perfection! 

This garden was the glade where the 
sun 

Sent his brightness to shine from her 
eyes. 

Here, through the hours of darkness, 

Heaven sent its radiant starlight 

To crown a mortal maid, 

To form her like an angel 

Sent down from the skies. 

To you here, to you! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
(returning, carrying a jewel case) 
Wake up, sir, she is here! 
If she ignores our gift and takes the 
flowers, 
What’s the use of my satanic powers! 
(He opens the case and shows the 
jewels.) 
FAUST 
Oh come! I cannot approach such a 
maid! 


FAUST 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Quel scrupule vous prend? 

(plagant Vécrin sur le seuil du pavillon) 

Sur le seuil de la porte, 

Voici Pécrin placé!—venez!—j’ai bon 
espoir! 

(Il entraine Faust et disparait avec lui 
dans le jardin. Marguerite entre par 
la porte du fond et descend en silence 
jusque sur le devant de la scéne.) 


MARGUERITE (seule) 


Je voudrais bien savoir quel était ce 
jeune homme, 

Si c’est un grand seigneur, et comment 
il se nomme? 


(Elle s’assied dans le bosquet, devant 
son rouet, et prend son fuseau autour 
duquel elle prépare de la laine.) 


“Tl était un roi de Thulé, 
Qui, jusqu’ a la tombe fidéle 
Eut, en souvenir de sa belle, 
Une coupe en or ciselé!” 


(s'interrompant) 
Il avait bonne grace, a ce qu'il m’a 
semble. 
(reprenant sa chanson) 


“Nul trésor n’avait plus de charmes! 

Dans les grands jours il s’en servait, 

Et chaque fois qu’il y buvait, 

Ses yeux se remplissaient de larmes!” 
(Elle se léve et fait quelques pas.) 

“Quand il sentit venir la mort, 

Etendu sur sa froide couche, 

Pour la porter jusqu’ a sa bouche 

Sa main fit un supréme effort!” 


(s'interrompant) 
Je ne savais que dire, et j’ai rougi 
d’abord. 
(reprenant sa chanson) 


“Et puis, en l’honneur de sa dame, 
Il but une derniére fois; 

La coupe trembla dans ses doigts. 
Et doucement il rendit l’4me!” 


Les grands seigneurs ont seuls des airs 
si résolus, 
Avec cette douceur. 


(Elle se dirige vers le pavillon.) 


Allons! n’y pensons plus! 

Cher Valentin, si Dieu m’écoute, 
Je te reverrai! .. . me voila 
Toute seule! 


(Elle apergoit le bouquet suspendu a 
la porte.) 


Un bouquet! 
(Elle prend le bouquet.) 


C’est de Siebel sans doute! 
Pauvre gargon! 


- (apercevant la cassette) 


Que vois-je la? 

D’ot ce riche coffret peut-il venir? Je 
n’ose 

Y toucher et pourtant .. . — Voici la 
clef, je crois! . 

Si je Pouvrais! .. . 
. . . Pourquoi? 

Je ne fais, en l’ouvrant, rien de mal, je 
suppose! . . 


ma main tremble! 


(Elle ouvre la cassette et laisse tomber 
le bouquet.) 


O Dieu! que de bijoux! . . . est-ce un 
réve charmant 

Qui m’éblouit, ou si je veille!— 

Mes yeux n’ont jamais vu de richesse 
pareille! . 


(Elle place la cassette sur une chaise 
et sagenouille pour se parer.) 


Si j’osais seulement 
Me parer un moment 
De ces pendants d’oreille! 


(Elle tire des boucles d’oreilles de la 
cassette.) 


Ah! Voici tout justement, 
Au fond de la cassette, 
Un miroir! . . . comment 
N’étre pas coquette? 


(Elle se pare des boucles d’oreilles, se 
léve et se regarde dans le miroir.) 


Ah! je ris-de me voir 

Si belle en ce miroir! .. . 
Est-ce toi, Marguerite? 
Réponds-moi, réponds vite! 
Non! non! ce n’est plus toi! 
Ce n’est plus ton visage! 
C’est la fille d’un roi, 
Qu’on salue au passage! 
Ah! s'il était ici! 

S’il me voyait ainsi!— 
Comme une demoiselle 

I] me trouverait belle! 


Achevons la métamorphose! 
I] me tarde encor d’essayer 
Le bracelet et le collier. 


FAUST Me 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Put your conscience to sleep! 

(He puts the jewel case at the door of 
the pavilion.) 

When she comes to the garden 

Our gift will catch her eye, and soon 
you'll be repaid! 

(Mé phistophélés leads Faust away, and 
they hide in the garden. Marguerite 
enters through the lttle door and 
comes silently to the front.) 


MARGUERITE 

I wish I knew the name of that young 
handsome stranger. 

I wonder who he was .. . how he came 
to address me! 

(She sits down at her spinning wheel 
in the pavilion and_as she spins she 
sings an old ballad.) 


“Once there lived a king of Thule 
Faithful all his life to his lady, 
Ever guarding the golden cup 
Of his loved one, long long away.” 
(She interrupts herself.) 
He behaved like a noble, but still he was 
so kind... 
(resuming the song) 
“More than crown and more than his 
treasure 
This precious gobiet was to him, 
And when he filled it to the brim, 
His tears would overflow its measure.” 


“Then, when he knew his days were 
past, "i 

On his cold, narrow deathbed lying, 

He took the cup as he lay dying, 

For the drink that would be his last.” 

(interrupting herself) 

I know that I was blushing. I could not 

say a word! 
(resuming) 

“One drink to his long-lost beloved, 

One drink to his fair young bride! 

Then he laid her goblet aside, 

And so the faithful king lay down and 
died!” 

Only a lord could speak with such a 
lordly air and yet with so much grace. 

(She goes back toward the pavilion.) 

Ah well! No more of that! 

I’m so alone, I wish my brother could 


be here with me. 
I am lonely without him. 


(She sees Siebel’s bouquet.) 
A bouquet! 
(She takes it up.) 
It was Siebel who brought it! 
Poor faithful child! 
(She sees the jewel case.) 

But what is this? 

What is this pretty jewel case doing 
here? It can’t be for me. 

Do I dare? Here is the key for it. 

I'd like to try. 

I am trembling! But why? 

It could not be so wrong just to see 
what is in it. 

(She opens the jewel case and drops the 
bouquet.) 

Oh, heavens! What lovely jewels! 

Are there truly such jewels in the world, 
or am I dreaming? 

Whoever could believe there could be 
such treasure? 

(She puts the jewel case on a seat, then 
kneels in order to examine them.) 

If I dared, if I dared, 

I would see how it feels 

To wear these golden earrings. 


(She takes out the earrings.) 


Ah! But here, underneath, 

I see a little mirror, made of gold. 

Why not pretend I am a lady? 

Why not, only for a moment? 

(She puts on the earrings, rises and 
looks at herself in the mirror.) 

Ah, I see 

Beauty that is smiling back to me. 

Is it true? 

Marguerite, is it you? 

Can it be! Answer me! 

Tell me, tell me am I dreaming? 

No, no! What can this mean? 

No! How could you be Marguerite? 

You are more like a queen. 

You’re as fair as a queen! 

What can this mean? 

You are dressed like a queen! 

Hail to Queen Marguerite! 

Ah, could he look at me, 

Dressed as I want to be! 

Now if I could be near him, 

Now I would wait to hear him. 

Ah! And one so high above me 

Might begin to love me! 


If my lord could only behold me, 
See me with the gold and the gems 
And with the bracelet on my arm! 
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(Elle se pare du collier d’abord, puis 
du bracelet. Se levant) 
Dieu! c’est comme une main 
Qui sur mon bras se pose! Ah! 
Ah! je ris de me voir 
Si belle en ce miroir! 
Est-ce toi, Marguerite? 
Résponds-moi, résponds vite! 
Non! non! Ce n’est plus toi! 
Ce n’est plus ton visage! 
C’est la fille d’un roi, 
Qu’on salue au passage! 
Ah! s'il était ici! 
S’il me voyait ainsi! 
Comme une demoiselle 
I] me trouverait belle! 
Ah! s'il était ici! 
MARTHE (entrant par le fond) 


Que vois-je, Seigneur Dieu! . . . comme 
vous voila belle, 
Mon ange! .—D’ot vous vient ce 


riche écrin? 
MARGUERITE 
Heélas! 
On l’aura par mégarde apporté! 


MARTHE 
Que non pas! 
Ces bijoux sont 4 vous, ma chére demoi- 
selle! 
Oui! c’est 1a le cadeau d’un seigneur 
amoureux! 
(souptrant) 
Mon cher époux jadis était moins géné- 
reux! 
(Méphistophélés et Faust entrent en 
scéne.) 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Dame Marthe Schwerlein, s'il vous 
plait? 
MARTHE 
Qui m’appelle? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Pardon d’oser ainsi nous présenter chez 
vous! 
(bas a Faust) 
Vous voyez qu'elle a fait bel accueil aux 
bijoux! 
(haut) 
Dame Marthe Schwerlein? 


MARTHE 
Me voici! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 

La nouvelle 

Que j’ apporte n’est pas pour vous 
mettre en gaité: 

Votre mari, madame, est mort et vous 
salue! 


MARTHE 
Ah! ... grand Dieu! 


MARGUERITE 
Qu’est ce donc? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Rien! . 

(Marguerite basse les yeux sous le re- 
gard de Méphistophélés, se héate 
d’éter le collier, le bracelet et les 
pendants d’oreilles et de les remettre 
dans la cassette.) 


MARTHE 
O calamité! 
O nouvelle imprévue! .. . 


MARGUERITE (d@ part) 
Malgré moi mon coeur tremble et tres- 
saille 4 sa vue! 


FAUST (d part) 
La fiévre de mes sens se dissipe a sa 
vue! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (da Marthe) 
Votre mari, madame, est mort et vous 
salue! 


MARTHE (a Méphistophéleés) 
Ne m’apportez-vous rien de lui? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Rien! . . . pour le punir, il faut dés 
aujourd’hui 
Chercher quelqu’un qui le remplace! 


FAUST (a Marguerite) 
Pourquoi donc quitter ces bijoux? 


MARGUERITE 
Ces bijoux ne sont pas 4 moi! Laissez, 
de grace! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (@ Marthe) 

Qui ne serait heureux d’échanger avec 
vous 
La bague d’hyménée! 
MARTHE (4 part) 
Ah, bah! 
(haut) 

Plait-il? 

MEPHISTOPHELES (soupirant) 
Heélas, cruelle destinée! .. . 


FAUST (a Marguerite) 
Prenez mon bras un moment! 


MARGUERITE (se défendant) 
Laissez! Je vous en conjure! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (@ Marthe) 
Votre bras! 
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(She puts on the necklace and the 
bracelets and rises.) 

Ah, it is like a hand 

Laid on my arm to hold me! 

Marguerite, what can this mean? 

Whose is the image before you? 

Ah! You’re as fair as a queen 

And your king would adore you! 


MARTHE 
(entering) 
I declare! How lovely! 
How beautiful you look, Marguerite! 
How on earth did you get these? 


MARGUERITE 
Oh dear! 
I’m afraid they were sent by mistake. 


MARTHE 
Not at all! 
I am sure they’re for you, my pretty 
little lady. 
Yes, my dear, your admirer must be 
very rich. 
(She sighs.) 
I never had such gifts from that hus- 
band of mine! 
(Méphistophélés and Faust enter.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Is Madame Marthe Schwerlein at 
home? 
MARTHE 


Who is calling? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
I hope you will excuse this unexpected 


call. 
(aside to Faust) 


You can see that the jewels are just to 


her taste. 
(to Marthe) 


Are you Madame Schwerlein? 


MARTHE 


I am. 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


I must bring you painful tidings 

And news that will sadden your heart. 
Your absent husband is dead, 

And sends you his blessing. 


MARTHE 
Lord in heaven! 


MARGUERITE 
What is wrong? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Nothing! 

(As Méphistophélés looks at her, Mar- 
guerite lowers her eyes, and hastens 
to take off the jewels and put them 
back in the case.) 


MARTHE 
Ah, what shall I do? 
Ah, this news is so sudden! 
MARGUERITE (aside) 
All my heart seems to tremble 
with the joy of its beating! 
FAUST (aside) 
The fever dies away in the joy of this 
meeting. 
MEPHISTOPHELES (to Marthe) 
Ah yes, your husband 
Is dead and sends his greeting. 
MARTHE (to Méphistophéles) 
You’re certain he sent nothing more? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
No. That being the case, why not, this 
very day, this very hour, 
Go out and find another husband? 
FAUST (to Marguerite) 
Why remove your beautiful jewels? 


MARGUERITE 
But they do not belong to me. 

Ah no! I must not wear them. 
MEPHISTOPHELES (to Marthe) 
Who would not thrill with joy if he 

dreamed 
He might place his ring upon your 
finger? 
MARTHE (aside) 
Ah, bah! 
(to Méphistophéles) 
You were saying... ? 
MEPHISTOPHELES (sighing) 
Alas, that fate can be so cruel! 
FAUST (to Marguerite) 
May I not give you my arm? 
MARGUERITE (drawing away) 


Oh no, oh no! I entreat you! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
(offering his arm to Marthe) 
My arm .. 
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MARTHE (a part) 
Il est charmant! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES (d part) 
La voisine est un peu mire! 


(Marguerite abandonne son bras a 
Faust.) 


MARGUERITE 


Je vous en conjure. 


MARTHE 
Quelle noble allure. 


FAUST 
Ame douce et pure. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Elle est un peu mire. 


MARTHE 
Ainsi vous voyagez toujours? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Dure nécessité, madame! 
Sans ami, sans parents! .. . sans femme. 
MARTHE 


Cela sied encore aux beaux jours! 
Mais plus tard, combien il est triste 
De vieillir seul, en égoiste! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Jai frémi souvent, j’en conviens, 
Devant cette horrible pensée! 


MARTHE 


Avant que l’heure en soit passée, 
Digne seigneur, songez-y bien! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
J’y songerai! 
MARTHE 
Songez-y bien! 
(Ils sortent. Entre Faust et Marguerite.) 


FAUST 
Eh quoi! toujours seule? . 


MARGUERITE 

Mon frére 

Est soldat; j’ai perdu ma mere; 
Puis ce fut un autre malheur, 


Je perdis ma petite soeur! 
Pauvre ange! Elle m’était bien 


Chepes oe ae. 
C’était mon unique souci; 
Que de soins, hélas! . . . que de peines! 


C’est quand nos Ames en sont pleines 
Que la mort nous les prend ainsi! . . 
Sit6t qu’elle s’éveillait, vite 

Il fallait que je fusse la! ... 

Elle n’aimait que Marguerite! 

Pour la voir, la pauvre petite, 

Je reprendrais bien tout cela! . 


FAUST 


Si le ciel, avec un sourire, 

L’avait faite semblable 4 toi, 

Ciétareun angel. 4. Oui, jeje 
Crois ts. 


MARGUERITE 


Vous moquez-vous! . 

Je ne vous crois pas 

Et de moi tout bas 

Vous riez sans doute! . . 
J'ai tort de rester 

Pour vous écouter! ... 
Et pourtant j’écouter! .. 


MARTHE (a@ Méphistophélés) 


Vous n’entendez pas, 

Ou de moi tout bas 
Vous riez sans doute! 
Avant d’écouter, 
Pourquoi vous hater 

De vous mettre en route? 


FAUST (@ Marguerite) 


Non, non, je t’admire. 
Laisse-moi ton bras! . 

Dieu ne m’a-t-il pas 

Conduit sur ta route? .. . 
Pourquoi redouter, 

Hélas! d’écouter? .. . 

Mon coeur parle; écoute?.. . 


MEPHISTOPHELES (@ Marthe) 


Ne m/’accusez pas, 

Si je dois, hélas! 

Me remettre en route. 
Faut-il attester 

Qu’on voudrait rester 
Quand on vous écoute? 
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MARTHE 
How very kind! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (aside) 


She is just a trifle faded, 
But she’s easily persuaded! 


(Marguerite takes Faust’s arm and they 
move away together from Méphisto- 
phélés and Marthe.) 

MARGUERITE 

Please, you must excuse me! 


MARTHE 
See how he pursues me! 


FAUST (to Marguerite) 
Ah, do not refuse me! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
See how she pursues me! 


MARTHE (to Méphistophélés) 
You say you travel all the time? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

I must. I haven’t any choice. 
Not a friend, nor a home, nor loved 

ones! 

MARTHE 

That’s all right as long as you’re young. 
Later on, ah then . . . what thought is 

so hateful 
As growing old with none to love you, 
No one to befriend you! — 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


I have trembled many a time 
At that same appalling idea! 


MARTHE 
Then while you still have time for 
thinking, 
You would be wise to think of that. 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
Yes, yes indeed! 


MARTHE 
Make up your mind! 
(They walk away together. Faust and 
Marguerite re-enter from the 


garden.) 
FAUST 


My dear, you’re alone then? 


MARGUERITE 
My brother’s a soldier, 
And I’ve lost my mother. 
Then . . . bitterest sorrow of all... 


Then my dear little sister died. 

Poor angel! I loved her very dearly. 

I cared for nobody but her, 

I lived for nobody but her. 

How I prayed for her! How I sorrowed! 
But when our hearts are overburdened, 
It is death that must bring release! 

In the morning when she woke, 

There she would lie, calling me to come. 
Her only love was Marguerite. 

And today, if I could but see her, 

I would bear it all once again! 


FAUST 
If this child, by the grace of heaven, 
Was as gentle and pure as you, 
She was an angel! Yes, that I know. 


MARGUERITE 

That is not so. 
How can that be so? 
Inwardly, I know, 
You must laugh to hear me! 
I know it is wrong, 
Wrong for you to stay. 
Very wrong, I fear me. 
It’s wrong, yet I’m longing 
To keep you near me! 

MARTHE (to Méphistophélés) 
I don’t think you heard. 
You are very rude, 
Laughing up your sleeve now. 
Do you have to go? 
When you laugh I know 
You don’t care to hear me. 
It won’t take you long 
To hear what I say. 
Must you run away? 
Won’t you stay and hear me? 


FAUST (to Marguerite) 
Yes, yes, you’re an angel! 
Ah, do you not know? 
Heaven led me to you, 
And how can you fear me? 
But why is it wrong, my dear, 
If you say I may stay? 
Ah, why won’t you say I may stay? 
My heart begs you to hear me! 
MEPHISTOPHELES (to Marthe) 
Every single word! 
Do not think me rude if I 
Should say that I must leave now. 
Now it’s time to go. 
Now, alas, alas, I must 
Be on my way, I fear me! 
You’ve got to believe what I say. 
I would rather stay here 
Where you are near me. 
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MARGUERITE (d Faust) 
Retirez-vous!—voici la nuit. 


FAUST 


(passant son bras autour de la taille de 
Marguerite) 


Chére ame! 
MARGUERITE 
Laissez-moi! 
(Elle se dégage et s’enfuit.) 


FAUST 
(la poursuivant) 
Quoi! méchante! ... on me fuit! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
L’entretien devient trop tendre! 
Esquivons-nous! 

(Il se cache derriére un arbre.) 


MARTHE (d part) 
Comment m’y prendre? 
Eh bien! il est parti! Seigneur! 
(Elle s’éloigne.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Oui! Cours aprés moi! ... 
Ouf! cette vieille impitoyable 
De force ou de gré, je crois, 
Allait épouser le diable! 


FAUST (dans la coulisse) 
Marguerite! 


MARTHE (dans la coulisse) 
Cher seigneur! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Serviteur! 


I] était temps! sous le feuillage sombre 

Voici nos amoureux qui reviennent! 

C’est bien! 

Gardons nous de troubler un si doux 
entretien! 

O nuit, étends sur eux ton ombre! 

Amour, ferme leur 4me aux remords 
importuns! 

Et vous, fleurs aux subtils parfums, 

Epanouissez-vous sous cette main mau- 
dite! 

Achevez de troubler le coeur de Mar- 
guerite! 


(Il s’éloigne et disparait dans lombre.) 


MARGUERITE 
Il se fait tard! adieu! 


FAUST 

Quoi! je t’implore en vain! 

Attends! laisse ta main s’oublier dans 
la mienne! 

Laisse-moi, laisse-moi contempler ton 
visage 

Sous la pale clarté 

Dont l’astre de la nuit, comme dans un 
nuage, 

Caresse ta beauté! ... 


MARGUERITE 


O silence! 6 bonheur! ineffable mys- 
tére! 

Enivrante langueur! 

Jécoute! . . . Et je comprends cette 
voix solitaire 

Qui chante dans mon coeur! 


(dégagent sa main de celle de Faust) 
Laissez un peu, de grace! .. . 
(Elle se penche et cueille une mar- 
guerite.) 
FAUST 
Qu’est ce donc? 


MARGUERITE 
Un simple jeu! Laissez un peu! 
(Elle effeuille la marguerite.) 


FAUST 
Que dit ta bouche 4 voix basse? . . . 


MARGUERITE 
I] m’aime!—I] ne m’aime pas!— 
I] m’aime!—pas!—I] m’aime!—pas!— 
I] m’aime! 


FAUST 


Oui! . . . crois en cette fleur éclose sous 
tes. pas! 

Qu’elle soit pour ton coeur l’oracle du 
ciel méme! ... 

I] t'aime! . . . comprends-tu ce mot sub- 
lime et doux? ... 

Aimer! porter en nous 

Une ardeur toujours nouvelle! .. . 

Nous enivrer sans fin d’une joie éter- 
nelle! 


MARGUERITE, FAUST 
Eternelle! .. . 
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MARGUERITE 
It’s growing late, and you must go. 


FAUST 
\(putting his arm around her) 
My darling! 
MARGUERITE 
You must go. 
(She slips from him and goes out.) 


FAUST 
Ah, beloved, must we part? 
(He goes after her.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
What a tender conversation! We must 
be off! 
(He hides behind a tree.) 


MARTHE 
How can I hold him! Oh dear! He’s 
gone away! 
My lord; But my lord! 
(She goes out, looking for Méphisto- 
phéleés.) 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
The hunt is on! Ouf! 
That relentless old pursuer 
Is so hell-bent on marrying 
She would even wed the devil! 


FAUST (outside) 
Marguerite! 


MARTHE (outside) 
Ah, my lord! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Au revoir. 
(alone) 
It was high time! Here comes the loving 
couple 
To walk under the trees in the darkness. 
All’s well! 
Let us leave them alone to the night 
and to love! 


O Night, spread out your wings above 
them! 

O Love, take from their hearts every 
thought of remorse! 

And now let all the flowers of night 
blossom under my hand! 

Let their forbidden perfume 

Overwhelm the innocent heart of Mar- 
gurite! 
(He disappears in the shadows.) 


MARGUERITE (returning with Faust) 
Now you must go. Adieu! 


FAUST 
Ah, must I leave you now, so soon! 
Give me your hand, let me hold it in 
mine. 


Stay, my dear, stay and hear 

What my heart has to tell you! 

How I feel the enchantment of your 
lovely eyes! 

Now the pale evening star 

Peers through the darkening skies, 

Striving to surpass your beauty, 

And failing, must worship from afar! 


MARGUERITE 

Oh, the wonder! Oh, the joy of the 
night’s deep enchantment! 

You and I here together from the world 
apart! 

In the spell of this night I hear and 
understand 

All the meaning of the music, 

The music that sings within my heart. 
(taking her hand away from his) 

Now turn away one moment. 


(She picks a daisy.) 


FAUST 
What is this? 
MARGUERITE 
A little game. Just wait and you shall 
see. 


(She plucks the daisy’s petals.) 


FAUST 
What is this game that you are playing? 


MARGUERITE 

He loves me, he loves me not. 

He loves me .. . not! He loves me... 
not! 

He loves me! 

FAUST 

Yes, believe in your flower, 

It tells you what is true. 

Let it be to your heart a messenger 
from heaven! 

I love you! Do you know the meaning 
of that word? 

To love! To feel the flame of desire be- 
yond denying, 

Knowing the sweet delight of a joy 
never-dying! 


MARGUERITE, FAUST 
Love undying! 


FAUST iS) 


FAUST 


O nuit d’amour ... ciel radieux!... 
O douces flammes!... 

Le bonheur silencieux 

Verse les cieux 

Dans nos deux ames! 


MARGUERITE 


Je veux t’aimer et te chérir! 

Parle encore! 

Je t'appartiens! ... je t'adore! ... 
Pour toi je veux mourir! ... 


FAUST 
Marguerite! 
MARGUERITE 
(se dégageant des bras de Faust) 


Ah! Partez! 


FAUST 
Cruelle! 
MARGUERITE 
Je chancelle! 
FAUST 


Me séparer de toi! 


MARGUERITE 
Laissez-moi! 
FAUST 
Cruelle! 
MARGUERITE 


Laissez-moi! Laissez-moi! 


FAUST 
Me séparer de toi! 


MARGUERITE 


Laissez-moi! partez, partez, ah, partez 
Vite. 

Partez, je tremble, hélas! .. . j’ai peur! 

Ne brisez pas le coeur de Marguerite! 


(Elle tombe aux pieds de Faust.) 


FAUST 


Vois ma douleur, Marguerite! Vois ma 
douleur! 

Divine pureté! 

Chaste innocence, 

Dont la puissance 

Triomphe de ma volonté! 

Jobéis! mais demain . . . 


MARGUERITE 


Oui, demain! .. . dés ’aurore! 
Demain, toujours! ... 


FAUST 


Un mot encore! ... 
Répéte-moi ce doux aveu! 
Tu m’aimes? 


MARGUERITE 
Adieu! Ace. 
(Elle entre dans le pavillon.) 


FAUST 
Félicité du eile An... 1uyOns ince. 


(Il s’élance vers la porte du jardin. Mé- 
phistophélés lui barre le passage.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Téte folle! ... 
FAUST 
Tu nous écoutais? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Par bonheur. 
Vous auriez grand besoin, docteur. 
Qu’on vous renvoyat a l’école. 


FAUST 
Laisse-moi. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Daignez seulement 

Ecouter un moment 

Ce qu’elle va conter aux étoiles, cher 
maitre. 

Tenez; elle ouvre sa fenétre. 

(Marguerite ouvre la fenétre du pa- 


villon et sy appuie un moment en 
silence la téte entre les mains.) 


MARGUERITE 
I] m’aime; . . . quel trouble en mon 
coeur, 
L’oiseau chante! . . . le vent mur- 
mure! . 


Toutes les voix de la nature 
Semblent me répéter en choeur: 


Il t'aime! . . . —Ah! qu’il est doux de 
vivre! ... 
Le ciel me sourit; . . . ’air m’enivre! 


Est-ce de plaisir et d’amour 
Que la feuille tremble et palpite? .. . 


Demain? . . . —Ah! presse ton retour, 
Cher bien-aimé! ... viens! ... 
FAUST 


(s'élangant vers la fenétre et saissant la 
main de Marguerite) 
Marguerite! 
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FAUST 


O star of love serene and bright, 
Shine down and hold us 

In the sweet spell of the night. 
Love’s tender light, 
Forevermore enfold us! 


MARGUERITE 


Take all my love, 

[ lay my heart here before you, 

I only live to adore you, 

To live or die with you. 

Darling! I adore you! 

Ah, I implore you 

To let me live or die, 

To live or die with you! 
FAUST 

Marguerite! 

(She tears herself away from his em- 


brace.) 
MARGUERITE 


You must go! You must go! 


FAUST 
I beg you! 
MARGUERITE 


You must leave me. 


FAUST 
How can I leave you now? 


MARGUERITE 
Oh my dear! 
FAUST 
I beg you! 
MARGUERITE 


Oh my dear, leave me now! 


FAUST 
I cannot leave you now! 


MARGUERITE 
Leave me now! Go now, go now, ah, I 
implore you, 
Go now, I beg you, my love, my life! 
Ah, do not break the heart of Mar- 
guerite! 
(She kneels before him imploringly.) 


FAUST 


Ah, let me stay, Marguerite, my love, 
my life! 

O sweet and tender maid, 

Pure as an angel, 

Your gentle virtue 

Has triumphed over my desire. 

I obey. But tomorrow . 


MARGUERITE 


Yes, tomorrow, 
And all the days. . 


FAUST 
Before I leave you, 


Repeat the word I long to hear. 
Do you love me? 


MARGUERITE 
Adieu! 
(She enters the pavilion. As she goes 
she blows a kiss to Faust.) 


FAUST 
O joy surpassing heaven! Ah, farewell! 


(He starts for the garden door. Méphis- 
tophélés bars his way.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


What a lover! 
FAUST 


Did you overhear? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Just by chance. 
Oh, Doctor dear, it seems to me 
That you need to go back to school 
again! 
FAUST 
Let me be! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


I think we should stay here and listen 
for a while. * 

She may confide her thoughts to the 
stars, dear Master! 

Look there! She opens her window! 

(Marguerite opens the window of the 
pavilion and gazes out.) 


MARGUERITE 


He loves me! O wonderful world! 

Birds are singing, 

The winds are sighing. 

All the sweet voices of nature 

Join the chorus of joy! 

He loves me! Ah, it is good to be alive! 

The stars smiling down, the scent of 
flowers! 

Can it be the power of love 

That is causing the leaves to tremble? 

Tomorrow! Ah, must I wait so long, 

Love of my life! Come! 


FAUST 
(rushing to the window) 
Marguerite! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES 

Ho! 

(Marguerite reste un moment interdite 
et laisse tomber sa téte sur ’épaule de 
Faust; Méphistophélés ouvre la porte 
du jardin et sort en ricanant. La toile 
tombe.) 


ACTE TROISIEME 
ScENE | 
L’Eglise 
(Quelques femmes traversent la scéne 


et entrent dans léglise. Marguerite 
entre aprés elles et s’agenouille.) 


MARGUERITE 
Seigneur, daignez permettre a votre 
humble servante 
De s’agenouiller devant vous! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Non! Tu ne prieras pas! Frappez-la 
d’épouvante! 
Esprits du mal, accourez tous! 
VOIX DE DEMONS INVISIBLES 
Marguerite! 


MARGUERITE 
Qui m’appelle? 
VOIX 
Marguerite! 
MARGUERITE 


Je chancelle! 

Je meurs!—Dieu bon! Dieu clément! 

Est-ce déja ’heure du chatiment? 

(Méphistophélés parait derriére un 
pilier et se penche a Voreille de Mar- 
guerite.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

Souviens-toi du passé, quand sous l’aile 
des anges, 

Abitant ton bonheur, 

Tu venais dans son temple, en chantant 
ses louanges, 

Adorer le Seigneur! 

Lorsque tu bégayais une chaste priére 

D’une timide voix, 

Et portais dans ton coeur les baisers de 
ta mere, 

Et Dieu tout a la fois! 

Ecoute ces clameurs! c’est lenfer qui 
t'appelle!. . . 

C’est l’enfer qui te suit! 

C’est l’éternel remords, c’est langoisse 
éternelle 

Dans I’éternelle nuit! 


MARGUERITE 


Dieu! quelle est cette voix qui me parle 
dans l’ombre? 

Dieu tout puissant! 

Quel voile sombre 

Sur moi descend! ... 


CHOEUR RELIGIEUX 


Quand du Seigneur le jour luira, 
Sa croix au ciel resplendira, 
Et Punivers s’écroulera . . 


MARGUERITE 


Heélas! ce chant pieux est plus 
terrible encore! . 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Non! 
Pour toi Dieu n’a plus de pardon! 
Pour toi le ciel n’a plus d’aurore! 


CHOEUR RELIGIEUX 


Que dirai-je alors au Seigneur? 
Ou trouverai-je un protecteur, 
Quand l’innocent n’est pas sans peur! 


MARGUERITE 


Ah! ce chant m’étouffe et m’oppresse! 
Je suis dans un cercle de fer! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Adieu les nuits d’amour et les jours 
pleins d’ivresse! 

A toi malheur! A toi l’enfer! 

MARGUERITE ET LE CHOEUR RELIGIEUX 

Seigneur, accueillez la priére 

Des coeurs malheureux! 

Qu’un rayon de votre lumiére 

Descende sur eux! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Marguerite! 
Sois maudite! A toi l’enfer! 
MARGUERITE 
Ah! 
(Il disparait.) 
ScENE 2 
La Rue 


VALENTIN, CHOEUR 
Déposons les armes, 
Déposons les armes, 

Dans nos foyers enfin 
Nous voici revenus, 

Nos méres en larmes, 
Nos méres et nos soeurs 
Ne nous attendront plus, 
Déposons les armes 
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MEPHISTOPHELES 

Ho! 

(Marguerite gives herself to Faust’s em- 
brace. Méphistophélés laughs loudly 
and cynically as he leaves the garden. 
The curtain falls.) 


ACT THREE 
ScENE 1 
In the Church 


(Some women enter the church. Mar- 
guerite enters after them and kneels.) 


MARGUERITE 
O Lord, let me unburden my soul at 
Thine altar, 
Hear me as I kneel here in prayer! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
No! Do not dare to pray! 
Oh my spirits of evil! Demons of hell! 
Come to my call! 


CHORUS OF DEMONS 


Marguerite! 
MARGUERITE 


Who is calling? 
CHORUS OF DEMONS 
Marguerite! 
MARGUERITE 

Who is calling? O God! Gracious Lord, 
Is this my torment for what I have 

done? 
(A tomb opens. Méphistophéles leans 

from it toward Marguerite.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Now remember the time when the 
angels of heaven 

Smiled on all of your days, 

When you came here to church with a 
soul filled with virtue 

And a heart filled with praise, 

When your voice was uplifted in prayer 
at the altar, 

And heaven was your guide, 

When your lips knew only a mother’s 
kiss, 

And God was at your side! 

Now hear the voice of hell as the spirits 
assemble 

In their fiendish delight! 

Now you shall know remorse and de- 
spair never-ending 

In the eternal night! 


MARGUERITE 
Lord! What voice do I hear coming out 
of the darkness! 
Father in heaven, 
What is this horror that falls on me? 


CHURCH CHOIR | 
When that last dread day is breaking, 
When the sinful world is quaking, 
When the earth and sky pass away. 


MARGUERITE 


Alas, alas! That blessed chant is more 
than I can bear! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
No! Your God will not pardon you 
now! Your God has banished you 
from heaven. 


CHURCH CHOIR 
How may I deserve salvation, 
When the just fear condemnation, 
What shall I, a poor sinner, say? 


MARGUERITE 


They sing of my condemnation, 
It pierces my heart like a sword! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Farewell to nights of love, days of bliss, 
hours of rapture! 
All that is gone! Now you are mine! 


MARGUERITE, CHURCH CHOIR 
O Lord, hear the prayer of Thy servant 
In sorrow and pain! 
Send the light of Thy blessed presence 
Upon her again! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Marguerite! Damned forever! Now you 
are mine! 
MARGUERITE 
Ah! 
(He disappears.) 


ScENE 2 
A Public Square 


VALENTIN, SOLDIERS 


Lay your swords away, lads, 
Here’s the happy day, lads! 
Now we are home again, 
We are home from the war! 
Our mothers are waiting, 
Oh, let us dry their tears, 
And drive away their fears! 
Ah, this is the day, lads! 
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Nos méres en larmes, 
Nos mé€res et nos soeurs 
Ne nous attendront plus, 
Nos méres et nos soeurs 
Ne nous attendront plus. 
Déposons les armes, 
Déposons les armes! 


VALENTIN (apercevant Siebel) 
Eh! parbleu! c’est Siebel! 


SIEBEL 
En effet jews... 


VALENTIN 
Viens vite! 
Viens dans mes bras. 
Et Marguerite? 


SIEBEL (avec embarrass) 
Elle est a l’église, je crois. 


VALENTIN 


Oui, priant Dieu pour moi. . 

Chére soeur, 

Comme elle va préter une oreille atten- 
tive au récit de nos combats! 


CHOEUR 


Oui, c’est plaisir dans les familles 

De conter aux enfants qui frémissent 
tout bas, 

Aux vieillards, aux jeunes filles, 

La guerre et ses combats. 


Gloire immortelle 

De nos aieux, 

Sois-nous fidéle, 

Mourons comme eux! 

Et sous ton aile, 

Soldats vainqueurs, 

Dirige nos pas, enflamme nos coeurs! 

Pour toi, mére patrie, 

Affrontant le sort, 

Tes fils, ?Gme aguerie 

Ont bravé la mort. 

Ta voix sainte nous crie: 

En avant, soldats! 

Le fer 4 la main courez aux combats! 

Vers nos foyers 

Hatons le pas, 

On nous attend, la paix est faite, 

Plus de soupirs! ne tardons pas, 

Vers nos foyers hatons le pas. 

Notre pays nous tend les bras, 

L’amour nous rit, l'amour nous féte, 

Et plus d’un coeur frémit tous bas, 

Au souvenir, au souvenir des nos com- 
bats. 


HAtons le pas, 

Ne tardons pas. 

Gloire immortelle 

De nos aieux, 

Sois-nous fidéle, 

Mourons comme eux! 

Et sous ton aile, 

Soldats vainqueurs, 

Dirige nos pas, enflamme nos coeurs! 


VALENTIN 


Allons, Siebel! entrons dans la maison! 
Le verre en main, tu me feras raison! 


SIEBEL 
Non! n’entre pas! 


VALENTIN 
Pourquoi? . . . —tu détournes la téte? 
Ton regard fuit le mien? 
Siebel, explique-toi! 
SIEBEL 
Eh bien!—non, je ne puis! 
VALENTIN 
Que veux-tu dire? 
(Il se dirige vers la maison.) 


SIEBEL 
(Varrétant) 
Arréte! Sois clément, Valentin! 


VALENTIN 
Laisse-moi! laisse-moi! 
(Il entre dans la maison.) 


SIEBEL 

Pardonne-lui! 

Mon Dieu! je vous implore! 

Mon Dieu, protégez-la. 

(Il séloigne; Méphistophlélés et Faust 
entrent en scéne; Méphistophélés 
tient une guitare a la main. Faust se 
dirige vers la maison de Marguerite 
et Ss arréte.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Qu’attendez-vous encore? 
Entrons dans la maison. 
FAUST 
Tais-toi, maudit! . . . j’ai peur 
De rapporter ici la honte et le malheur. 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
A quoi bon la revoir, aprés l’avoir 
quitté? 
Notre présence ailleurs serait bien 
mieux fétée! 
Le sabbat nous attend! 
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And we're here to stay, lads! 
Your mothers and sweethearts 
Need to fear no more. 

So lay your arms away, 

For we are home from the war! 
Now to tell the story, 

Now to gain the glory! 


VALENTIN (seeing Siebel) 
My friend. Siebel! 


SIEBEL (embarrassed) 
NWeSeihs bc. OMT. oe. 


VALENTIN 


Come here, lad! Come to my arms! 
And Marguerite? 


SIEBEL 
She went to the church, I believe... 


VALENTIN 
Praying for me, no doubt, praying to 
God for me! My dear sister! How 
excited she will be when I tell her 
my adventures in war! 


SOLDIERS 
Yes, we enjoy getting the glory 
When they all gather round 
To hear what we have done, 
Young and old, wanting the story 
Of war, and how we won. 


Here’s to the men who have gone 
before, 

Heroes of many an ancient war! 

Here’s to the courage that they impart, 

And may it live on, 

In every heart! 

For the land of our birth 

We have fought again. 

We have proven the worth 

Of her fighting men, 

That the bountiful earth 

Which the father won 

May have at her call, 

Whatever befall, 

The sword of the son! 

Home once again! 

The fight is won, 

Our duty’s done, 

The war is ended. 

Ah, what delight 

To hear the laughter of the girls we 
love so well! 

Now here tonight, 

We'll know the comfort of the homes 
we have defended. 

The bravest heart will quake with fear, 


To hear the tale we have to tell. 

The war is past, 

We’re home at last, 

Here’s to the men who have gone 
before, 

Heroes of many an ancient war! 

Here’s to the courage that they impart, 

And may it live on in every heart! 


VALENTIN 
Come on, Siebel. Let’s go into the house 
Where you and I may have a glass of 
wine. 
SIEBEL 
No, do not go! 


VALENTIN 
Why not? You are turning away! 
You’re avoiding my eyes! 
Siebel! Tell me what’s wrong! 
SIEBEL 
My friend . . . No—I cannot. 


VALENTIN 
What are you saying? 
(He starts toward the house.) 


SIEBEL 
I beg you, won’t you try to be kind? 
(He tries to hold Valentin back.) 


VALENTIN 
Let me go, let me go! 
(He enters the house.) 


SIEBEL 

Try to forgive! 

O God, make him forgive her! 

O God, she needs your aid! 

(Siebel goes away. Faust and Méphis- 
tophélés enter. Méphistophélés car- 
ries a guitar. Faust goes toward Mar- 
guerite’s house, then stops.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Why do you keep her waiting? 
Go in there right away! 


FAUST 
Don’t speak to me! I fear 
That I can only bring to her shame 
and despair. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Tell me why you return when once you 
had left her? 
I know a place where we are sure to be 
more welcome! 
There’s a revel tonight! 
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FAUST 
Marguerite! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Je vois 

Que mes avis sont vains et que l’amour 
lemporte! 

Mais, pour vous faire ouvrir la porte, 

Vous avez grand besoin du secours de 
ma voix! 

(Faust, pensif, se tient a Vécart. Mé- 
phistophélés s'accompagne sur sa gui- 
tare.) 


“Vous qui faites l’endormie, 
N’entendez-vous pas, 

O Catherine, ma mie, 

Ma voix et mes pas... ?” 
Ainsi ton galant t’appelle, 
Et ton coeur !’en croit! 
N’ouvre ta porte, ma belle, 
Que la bague au doigt! 
“Catherine que j’adore, 
Pourquoi refuser 

A lamant qui vous implore 
Un si doux baiser? .. .” 
Ainsi ton galant supplie, 
Et ton coeur I’en croit! 


Ne donne un baiser, ma mie, 


Que la bague au doigt! 


VALENTIN (sort de la maison) 
Que voulez-vous, messieurs? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Pardon! mon camarade, 

Mais ce n’est pas pour vous qu était la 
sérénade! 

VALENTIN 

Ma soeur |’écouterait mieux que moi 
. . Z 
je le sais! 

(Il degaine et brise la guitare de Mé- 
phistophélés d’un coup d’épée.) 


FAUST 
Sa soeur! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Quelie mouche vous pique? 
Vous n’aimez donc pas la musique? 


VALENTIN 


Assez d’outrage! . . . assez! 
A qui de vous dois-je demander compte 
De mon malheur et de ma honte? 
Qui de vous deux doit tomber sous mes 
coups? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


Vous le voulez? Allons, docteur, a vous! 


FAUST (d part) 


Terrible et frémissant, 
Il glace mon courage! 
Dois-je verser le sang 

Du frére que j’outrage? 


VALENTIN 


Redouble, 6 Dieu puissant, 

Ma force et mon courage! 

Permets que dans son sang 
Je lave mon outrage! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


De son air menagant, 

De son aveugle rage, 

Je ris! . . . mon bras puissant 
Va détourner l’orage! 


VALENTIN 


Et toi qui préservas mes jours, 
Toi qui me viens de Marguerite, 
Je ne veux plus de ton secours, 


Médaille maudite! 
(Il jette la médaille loin de lui.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES (d part) 


Tu ten repentiras! 


VALENTIN 


En garde! /. . et défends-toi! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (d Faust) 


Serrez-vous contre moi! 
Et poussez seulement, cher docteur . . . 
moi, je pare. 


(Valentin tombe.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Voici notre héros étendu sur le sable! 
Au large maintenant! au large! 


(Il entraine Faust. Arrivent Marthe et 
des bourgeois portant des torches.) 
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FAUST 
Marguerite! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 

Why should I give my advice 

When it is love that moves you? 

She does not answer when you call her, 

But maybe she will come if I sing her 
a song. 

(Faust, deep in thought, moves away. 
Méphistophélés accompanies himself 
on the guitar as he sings toward Mar- 
guerite’s window.) 


“Don’t pretend that you are sleeping 
On your downy cot, 

For I know you’re not! 

Now your lovely eyes are peeping 
Through the window slot 

On this very spot!” 

So a lover sings politely, 

So he comes to greet you nightly 
With a serenade. 

Don’t you smile at him too brightly, 
If you’re still a maid! 

Bar your doors and windows tightly 
If you’re still a maid. 


“Why do you behave so badly 
On a night like this? 

Don’t you know I love you madly, 
Can’t I have a kiss, 

Just a little kiss?” 

Thus a lover comes a-wooing, 
Lady, watch what you are doing, 
When you hear him sing. 

Don’t let him come any closer, 
Till you wear his ring. 

Tell him no, no, no, no, no sir! 
Till you wear his ring! 


VALENTIN (rushes from the house) 
What do you want with me? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Oh sir, won’t you forgive me? 
Alas, my little serenade was never 
meant for you, sir. 


VALENTIN 


My sister heard it better than I, that 
I know! 


A; FAUST 
His sister! 


(Valentin draws his sword and breaks 
Méphostophéles’ guitar.) 
MEPHISTOPHELES 


Maybe something upset you? Maybe 
you do not like music? 


VALENTIN 
No more of that, sir! No more! 
Which of you two shall answer for this 
outrage? 
For all my shame, all my dishonor! 
Which of you two is to die by my 
sword? 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
You want to fight? My friend, all 
right! The fight is on! 


FAUST (aside) 
He hates me, and well he might, 
But now I have to meet him. 
Ah, must it be my fate 
That I’m the one to slay him? 


VALENTIN 
I call on Thee, O Lord, 
Ah, help me to defeat him! 
For all the wrong he’s done, 
My sword shall repay him. 
Mighty Lord, mighty Lord! 
I shall repay him! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
What a fool, what a fool! 
His rage shall help me beat him! 
What a fool! Poor, foolish man, 
My mighty arm shall slay him! 


VALENTIN 


This charm that kept my life from 
harm, 

Blessed by the prayers of Marguerite; 

I cannot call on you for aid! 

Her sin has defiled you! 


(He throws the sacred medal away.) 


MEPHISTOPHELES (aside) 
That was a sad mistake! 


VALENTIN 
On guard, sir! Now let’s begin! 


MEPHISTOPHELES (to Faust) 
You stay close to me! 
You be ready to thrust, nothing else. 
I will parry. 
(They fight. Valentin falls.) 
And so this is the end of our brave, 
noble hero! 
And now we must be off. Come on, sir! 
(He drags Faust away. They leave the 
scene.) 
(Marthe enters, and townsfolk carrying 
torches.) 
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MARTHE ET LES BOURGEOIS 


Par ici, mes amis! on se bat dans la rue! 

L’un d’eux est tombé 1a! Regardez . . 
le voici! 

Il n’est pas encore mort! ... 
qu’il remue! 

Vite, approchez! ... 


on dirait 


il faut le secourir! 


VALENTIN 


(se soulevant avec effort) 


Merci! 

De vos plaintes, faites-moi grace! 
Jai vu, morbleu! la mort en face 
Trop souvent pour en avoir peur! 


(Marguerite parait au fond soutenue 


par Siebel.) 


MARGUERITE 
Valentin! 


(Elle écarte la foule et tombe a genoux 
prés de Valentin.) 


VALENTIN 
Marguerite! ma soeur!— 
(Il la repousse.) 
Que me veux-tu? Va-t’en! 
MARGUERITE 
O Dieu! 
VALENTIN 


Je meurs par elle!— 
Jai sottement 
Cherché querelle 

A son amant. 


LA FOULE 
Son amant! 
SIEBEL (ad Valentin) 
Grace! Grace! 
MARGUERITE 
Douleur cruelle! O chatiment! 


SIEBEL 


Grace pour elle! Soyez clément! 


LA FOULE 


Il meurt frappé par son amant! 


VALENTIN 


Ecoute-moi bien, Marguerite! 

Ce qui doit arriver arrive a l’heure dite! 
La mort nous frappe quand il faut, 
Et chacun obéit aux volontés d’en haut! 


Toi; ... te voila dans la mauvaise 
voie! 

Tes blanches mains ne _travailleront 
plus! 


Tu renieras, pour vivre dans la joie, 
Tous les devoirs et toutes les vertus! 
Va! la honte t’accable 

Le remords suit tes pas! 

Mais enfin ’heure sonne! 

Meurs! et si Dieu te pardonne, 
Soit maudite ici-bas. 


LA FOULE 
O terreur, 6 blasphéme 
A ton heure supréme, infortuné, 
Songe, hélas, a toi-méme, 
Pardonne, si tu veux étre un jour par- 

donné! 

VALENTIN 
Marguerite! Soit maudite! 
La mort t’attend sur ton grabat! 
Moi je meurs de ta main 
Et je tombe en soldat! 


LA FOULE 


Que le Seigneur ait son 4me 
Et pardonne au pécheur. 


(La toile tombe.) 


ACTE QUATRIEME 
ScENE 1 


La Nuit de Walpurgis 


CHOEUR 


Dans les bruyéres, 
Dans les roseaux, 
Parmi les pierres 
Et sur les eaux, 
De place en place, 
Pergant la nuit, 
S’allume et passe 
Un feu qui luit. 
Alerte, alerte! 

De loin, de preés, 
Dans Vherbe verte, 
Sous les cyprés, 
Mouvantes flammes, 
Rayons glacés, 

Ce sont les ames 
Des trépassés, 


FAUST 
Arréte! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
N’as tu pas promis 
De m’accompagner sans rien dire? 
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MARTHE, TOWNSFOLK 
Over here, come and see over here! 
They were fighting a duel. 
The stranger struck him down! 
Come and see, come and see! 
Do you think he is dead? 
Someone said he was moving. 
Come right away, 
Let’s see what we can do. 


(Valentin raises himself with an effort.) 


VALENTIN 
Ah, no, ah no! 
Let there be no weeping and mourning! 
I’ve looked upon the face of death 
So many times that I am not afraid! 
(Marguerite enters with Siebel.) 


MARGUERITE 
Oh, my brother! 


(She pushes through the crowd and 
kneels beside Valentin.) 


VALENTIN 
Marguerite! It’s you. Why are you 
here? Now go! 
(He pushes her away.) 


MARGUERITE 
O God! 

VALENTIN 
I die for her sake. 
I was a fool 
To start a quarrel 
With her lover. 


TOWNSFOLK 
With her lover! 


SIEBEL (to Valentin) 
Forgive her! 
MARGUERITE 
Dear God, ‘he’s dying! God help me 
now! 
SIEBEL 
Ah, he is dying. Pardon! Forgive her 
now! 
TOWNSFOLK 
For her he’s dying! Her lover struck 
him down! 
VALENTIN 
Now hear what I say, Marguerite! 
Every man in his time must face his 
mortal hour, 
And no man knows when it will be. 
He can only obey when it is heaven’s 
will. 


You! You have chosen a life of evil! 

Your pretty hands will have nothing 
to do, 

So you will spend your life looking for 
pleasure, 


_ Casting aside all that is good and true! 


Go! Your shame will go with you, 
And the pangs of remorse 

Till the day when you die! 

Die, and though God may forgive you, 
Yet as long as you live, 

Though God may forgive you, 

You shall bear my curse till you die! 


TOWNSFOLK 
Blessed saints! This is blasphemy! 
Such a sin when he’s dying! 
O foolish man, soon you will die. 
If you hope for salvation, forgive her, 
If you hope for salvation on high! 


VALENTIN 


Marguerite, now I curse you! 
Evil in life, lonely in death! 


I... I die because of you, 
But I die like a soldier! 
TOWNSFOLK 


O Lord, receive his soul! 
And forgive all his sins! 


(The curtain falls.) 


ACT FOUR 
ScENE 1 
The Walpurgis Night 


CHORUS 

Over the heather, 
Over the grass, 
Over the water 
See them pass, 
Hither and yonder 
Piercing the night, 
Over the meadows 
Burning bright. 
What flaming phantoms, 
What lights are these 
Above the marshes, 
Beneath the trees? 
Pale, dancing flames, 
Spirits of dread, 
They are the souls, 
Souls of the dead. 
Stop! FAUST se 

MEPHISTOPHELES 
When you came with me 
Did you not agree to be silent? 
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FAUST 


Ou sommes nous? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Dans mon empire! 
Ici, docteur, tout m’est soumis! 
Voici la nuit de Walpurgis. 


CHOEUR 


Voici la nuit de Walpurgis. 
Hou, hou! Hou, hou! 


FAUST 


Mon sang se glace! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Attends! Je n’ai qu’un signe faire, 
Pour qu’ici tout change et s’eclaire! 
Jusqu’aux premiers feux du matin, 
A l’abri des regards profanes, 

Je toffre une place au festin 

Des reines et des courtisanes. 


CHOEUR 


Que les coupes s’emplissent, 
Au nom des anciens dieux, 
Que les airs retentissent 
De nos accords joyeux. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Reines de beauté 

De Pantiquité, 

Cléopatre au doux yeux, 

Lais au front charmant, 

Laissez nous au banquet prendre 
Place un moment. 


(a Faust) 
Allons! pour guérir la fiévre 
De ton coeur blessé, 


Prends cette coupe, et que ta lévre 
Y puise loubli du passé! 


FAUST 


Vains remords! risible folie! 
Il est temps que mon coeur oublie! 


Donne et buvons, buvons jusqu’a la lie. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Que ton ivresse, 6 volupté, 
Etouffe le remords 

Dans son coeur enchanté! 
Qu’as tu donc? 


FAUST 


Ne la vois tu pas,... la. . 
nous, muette et bléme? 

Quel étrange ornement autour de ce 
beau cou! 

Un ruban rouge qu’elle cache! 

Un ruban rouge, étroit comme un tran- 
chant de hache! 

Marguerite! je sens se dresser mes 
cheveux! 

Je veux la voir! viens! je le veux! 


. devant 


ScENE 2 
La Prison 


(Marguerite, endormie, Faust, Méphis- 
tophélés.) 


FAUST 
Va t’en! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Le jour va luire-——On dresse l’écha- 
faud! 

Décide sans retard Marguerite 4 te 
suivre. 

Le gedlier dort.——Voici les clefs.—Il 
faut 

Que ta main d’homme la délivre. 


FAUST 
Laisse-nous! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Htez-toii—Moi, je veille au dehors. 


FAUST 

Mon coeur est pénétré d’épouvante!— 
O torture 

O source de regrets et d’éternels re- 
mords! 

C’est elle!—La voici, la douce créature 

Jetée au fond d’une prison 

Comme une vile criminelle! 

Le désespoir égara sa raison! 

Son pauvre enfant, 6 Dieu! tué par 
elle! 

Marguerite! 


MARGUERITE (s’eveillant) 
Ah! c’est la voix du bien-aimé! 
(Elle se léve.) 


A son appel mon coeur s’est ranimé. 


FAUST 
Marguerite! 
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So ee ee 


FAUST 
Where are we now? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
This is my empire, 
Here Satan reigns in heaven’s despite. 
We celebrate Walpurgis Night! 


CHORUS 
We celebrate Walpurgis Night! 
Hoo, hoo! Hoo, hoo! 


FAUST 
My blood runs cold! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Behold! I show you something strange, 
I will make a sign and the scene will 
change. 
Here until the dawning of day, 
Far away from the world’s intrusion, 
We now take our places 
At this feast where queens and 
courtesans 
Air their graces. 


CHORUS 
Let the wine-cup run over 
In the name of the gods of old! 
While the air fills with music 
Let our tale of love be told! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Oh, you queens of beauty, 
Queens of long ago, 
Cleopatra with your lovely eyes, 
Lais with your radiant brow, 
Give us leave to have a place 
At the feast with you now! | 
(to Faust) 

Oh come, let your wounded heart 
Find relief at last, 
Take this cup and drain it, 
Oh, let it but touch your lips 

and you will forget the past! 


FAUST 
Vain remorse! Regret is but folly. 
Let my heart forget what is past and 
done! 
Now let me drink and drown all my 
sorrow, 
Drink and drink till the wine is gone! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Goddess of love, let him forget! 
Dispel from his poor heart 
all remorse and regret! 
(to Faust) 


What is wrong? 


FAUST 


Do you not see her, .. . 
there so pale and silent? 

What is that she is wearing around her 
lovely throat? 

That scarlet ribbon she’s concealing! 

That narrow red ribbon there . . . like 
the cut of an axe! 

Marguerite! The sight of her fills me 
with fear! 

Take me to her! Ah, come away! 


there, over 


ScENE 2 
The Prison 


(Marguerite asleep. Faust and Méph- 
istophélés enter.) 


FAUST 
Go now! 
MEPHISTOPHELES 
The day is dawning, the scaffold is 
prepared. 
Persuade your Marguerite that we’ve 
come to save her. 
The jailer sleeps . . . Here are the keys. 
A mortal hand is needed to release her. 


FAUST 
Won’t you go? 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Don’t delay. I will watch at the door. 


FAUST 

This place fills me with fear and re- 
morse! Ah, to see her! 

How can I bear the anguish that is 
in my heart! 

My darling, here she lies, my lovely 
Marguerite, 

Alone within this wretched cell, 

Like some depraved and evil creature. 

Sorrow and grief have beclouded her 
mind. 

In her despair .. . dear God. . . 
she slew her newborn baby! 

Marguerite! Marguerite! 


MARGUERITE (waking) 
As, it’s the voice of my beloved. 


(She sits up.) 


My lonely heart revives, hearing him 
speak, 
FAUST 
Marguerite! 
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MARGUERITE 


Au milieu de vos éclats de rire, 
Démons qui m’entourez, j’ai reconnu 
sa voix! 


FAUST 
Marguerite! 


MARGUERITE 
Sa main, sa douce main m/attire! 


Je suis libre! Il est 1a! je lentends! je 
la vois. 


Oui, c’est toi, je t'aime, 

Les fers, la mort méme 

Ne me font plus peur! 

Tu m/’as retrouvée, 

Me voila sauvée! 

C’est toi, je suis sur ton coeur! 


FAUST 


Oui, c’est moi, je t’aime, 
Malgré leffort méme 

Du démon moqueur, 

Je tai retrouvée, 

Te voila sauvée, 

C’est moi, viens sur mon coeur! 


MARGUERITE 
(se dégageant doucement de ses bras) 


Attends!—voici la rue 

Ou tu m’as vue 

Pour la premiére fois! 

Ou votre main osa presque effleurer 
mes doigts! 

“_Ne permettez-vous pas, ma _ belle 
demoiselle, 

Qu’on vous offre le bras pour faire le 
chemin?” 

“Non, monsieur, je ne suis demoiselle 
ni belle, 

Et je n’ai pas besoin qu’on me donne la 
main!” 


FAUST 


Oui, mon coeur se souvient!—Mais 
fuyons! l’heure passe! 


MARGUERITE 


Et voici le jardin charmant, 
Parfumé de myrte et de rose, 
Ou chaque soir discrétement 
Tu pénétrais 4 la nuit close. 


FAUST 
Viens, viens, Marguerite! 


MARGUERITE 
Non! 


FAUST 
Viens, viens, fuyons! 


MARGUERITE 
Non! reste encore. 


FAUST 


O ciel, elle ne m’entend pas! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Alerte! alerte! ou vous étes perdus! 
Si vous tardez encor, je ne m’en méle 
plus! 
MARGUERITE 
Le démon! le démon!—Le vois-tu?— 
la dans l’ombre 
Fixant sur nous son oeil de feu! 


Que nous veut-il?—Chasse-le du saint 
lieu! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


L’aube depuis longtemps a percé la nuit 
sombre, 

Le jour est levé. 

De leur pied sonore 

Jentends nos chevaux frapper le pavé. 


». 


(cherchant a entrainer Faust) 


Viens! sauvons-la. Peut-étre il en est 
temps encore! 


MARGUERITE 


Mon Dieu, protégez-moi! 
Mon Dieu, je vous implore! 


FAUST 
Viens! Fuyons! Peut-étre il en est temps 
encore! 


MARGUERITE 
(tombant a genoux) 


Anges purs, anges radieux! 

Portez mon Ame au sein des cieux! 
Dieu juste, 4 toi je m’abandonne! 
Dieu bon, je suis 4 toi!—pardonne! 
Anges purs, anges radieux, 

Portez mon Ame au sein des cieux! 


FAUST 

Viens, suis-moi! je le veux! 
Viens! viens! quittons ces lieux! 
Déja le jour envahit les cieux! 


FAUST lie, 


MARGUERITE 


O you demons that have come to 
plague me, 

In spite of your laughter, 

Now I can hear his voice? 


FAUST 
Marguerite! 
MARGUERITE 
His hand! Now it is here to touch me! 
I am free now! He is here! I am free! 
I can see him and hear him once more. 


Yes, you’re here; I love you! 

And death, even death shall never 
make us part. 

Evil all around me, 

But now you have found me. 

You have come to save me! 

Ah, love, take me to your heart! 


FAUST 
Yes, it’s I; I love you. 
Though demons of hell would keep us 
two apart. 
Evil all around you, 
But now I have found you. 
I have come to save you! 
My love, come, come to my heart! 


(Faust attempts to take her away; she 
gently avoids his arms.) 


MARGUERITE 


Ah, yes! Here is the street 

Where first you saw me, 

That day when first we met. 

Where your dear hand, 

Your dear hand came to touch my own. 

“Pray, do not think me bold, my fair 
and gentle maiden. 

Will you not take my arm to keep you 
safe from harm?” 

“No, my lord, I am not such a fair 
or gentle maiden. 

Pray forgive me, and leave me, 

And I shall find my way without your 
guiding arm.” 


FAUST 


Yes, how well I recall .. . You must 
come. Time is passing. 


MARGUERITE 
And the garden where you and I 
Walked amid the blooms of the roses, 
And where you came, hid from the 
world, 
Among the shadows of the evening! 


FAUST 
Come, come, Marguerite! 


MARGUERITE 
No! 
FAUST 
Come, come away! 


MARGUERITE 
No! We are happy here. 


FAUST 
O God! She does not understand! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Come on there! Come on there! Or 
you’re sure to be lost! 
Do not blame it on me if you cannot 
escape. 
MARGUERITE 
It is he! It is he! He is there in the 
shadows! 
Now I can see his evil eye! 
What does he want? Make him go 
while I pray! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
The morning is breaking, the sky is 
aglow! 
Hear the horses tramping and stamping 
below! 
Persuade her to go! 


(trying to drag Faust away) 


Come, it is time! We still may have a 
chance to save her! 


MARGUERITE 


O God, come to my aid, protect me 
I implore you! 


FAUST 


Come! O come! There still may be a 
chance to save her. 


(Marguerite falls to her knees.) 


MARGUERITE 


Angel hosts, shining in the sky 

Lift up my soul to God on high! 

O Father, let my sin be forgiven, 

O Lord, take me with Thee to heaven! 
Angel hosts shining in the sky, 

Lift up my soul to God on high! 


FAUST 
Come, it’s I! Come away! 
Come, come, let us fly! 
Night is gone and the day is nigh! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES MEPHISTOPHELES 


HA4tons-nous! L’heure sonne! Jugée! 
Déja le jour envahit les cieux! 


A DES ANGES 
HAtons-nous, hatons-nous, bates rireoe giigroike 


de quitter ces lieux. Sauvée! Christ est ressuscité! 
Christ vient de renaitre! 
: FAUST Paix et félicité 
Marguerite! Aux disciples du Maitre! 
MARGUERITE Christ vient de renaitre. 
Pourquoi ce regard menagant? Christ est ressuscité! 


(Les murs de la prison se sont ouverts. 


M er, RAUST L’ame de Marguerite séléve dans les 
ATR UET EE: cieux. Faust la suit des yeux avec dé- 
MARGUERITE sespoir; il tombe a genoux et prie. 

Pourquoi ces mains rouges de sang? Meéphistophélés est a demi renversé 
Va! ... tu me fais horreur! sous Pépée lumineuse de l’archange.) 


FIN 


20 FAUST 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Come away! It is morning! 
Night is gone, night is gone and the day 
is nigh! 
Come away, come away, 
It is time to fly. 


FAUST 
Marguerite! 
MARGUERITE 
But why are your eyes full of evil? 


FAUST 
Marguerite! 
MARGUERITE 


And why are your hands stained with 
blood? 


Go! Go away from me! 


MEPHISTOPHELES 
Your soul is damned! 


CHORUS OF ANGELS 

Forgiven! 

Christ is risen again! 

Christ rises victorious! 

Peace and good will to those, 

Those who follow the Master. 

Christ rises victorious! 

Christ is risen again! 

(The prison walls open. The soul of 
Marguerite is transported to heaven. 
Faust in despair gazes after her and 
falls to his knees in prayer. Mé phis- 
tophélés turns away before the glory 
of the archangel’s sword.) 


END OF THE OPERA 


